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PREFACE, 

All the best years of my life, from youth till 
middle age, were spent as a hunter of African 
game. During that time the love of the free 
wandering life in countries still well stocked 
with the richest and most varied fauna to be 
found on the face of the earth, grew with the 
years, tiU it seemed to me that I could never be 
content to live any other life than that of a 
nomadic hunter. 

But as time went on the game that was of 
value became ever scarcer and scarcer, civiliza- 
tion gradually spread over the old hunting 
grounds, and the old hunters either died or had 
to turn their energies in other directions. 
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It is now a good many years since I ceased 
to make my living by my rifle, but in view of 
the length of time during which I did so, and 
the eventful character of the life I then led, it 
is not, perhaps, remarkable that my thoughts 
still often wander back to a past of stirring and 
glorious memories. Nor is it surprising that 
I sometimes grow restless and dissatisfied with 
life in this highly civilized country, and long 
with an irresistible longing to taste the joys of 
a hunter's life once more. 

Those to whose lot it will fall to criticise this 
book, will possibly find it more surprising that 
I should have had the hardihood, after having 
already written so much on the subject of sport 
and travel, to publish the record of the few 
unimportant hunting trips which have been 
the outcome of my restlessness during the 
last few years. 

I can only hope that in these transcripts from 
my diaries, written nightly over the camp fire, 
when the events described were fresh in my 
memory, they will find here and there matter 
of sufficient interest to incline them to extend 
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to me once more the same kindly consideration 
they have always given me in the past. 

With the ever-growing brotherhood of young 
and vigorous big game hunters, I cherish the 
hope that this plain tale of the latest wanderings 
of an elder brother of the craft may find some 
favour. May it not only afford interest and 
information, but act as an incentive to the 
undertaking of hunting trips to one or other 
of those vast and still unexplored hunting 
fields of North-western Canada, which are 
still almost virgin ground to the British 
sportsman. 

American Alaska, in the central portions of 
which all the species of great game inhabiting 
the &r north-west of the American Continent, 
are still extraordinarily plentiful, is at present 
closed to the sportsman. Closed, too, by laws 
which do not seem to have been inspired by 
any great measure of common sense. For 
although the few wandering sportsmen, who 
under kinder legislation might visit the 
country, and spend a good deal of money in it, 
for the sake of a few good heads of moose, 
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caribou and wild sheep, are inexorably barred 
out, the game is by no means being preserved. 

The Indians, now no longer armed only with 
the archaic weapons of their forefathers, but 
with Winchester rifles of the latest pattern, 
kill what they will, without any restraint, and 
find a market at the mining camps for aU the 
meat they can bring in; whilst white meat 
hunters are equally destructive. Prospectors 
and trappers, though they do not often destroy 
game imnecessarily, are each and every one of 
them more harmful to the wild faima of the 
country than the average sportsmsm, because 
they kill whatever comes first to hand, whilst 
the latter seldom shoots anything but old 
males, the elimination of which does not reduce 
the power of increase of a species. 

One often reads some very caustic criticisms 
concerning the selfishness, and thoughtless 
savagery of the head-hunting sportsman, and 
I admit that it is quite arguable that the Indian 
hunter or white prospector or trapper who 
shoots a lot of female moose, caribou or wild 
sheep, in order to provide himseK with a supply 
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of meat for the winter, has a better justification 
for what he does. He has the justification of 
necessity, which the sportsman has not. Still 
it is the men who live in the country, and who 
of necessity are constantly killing the game, 
without regard to age or sex, who will gradually 
bring about its extinction; not the casual 
sportsman looking for a few good heads of old 
males. 

Loving as I do — ^with the passionate love of 
one, all the best years of whose life were spent 
in the wilderness — the sight of wild animals in 
their natural surroundings, I look upon the 
gradual extermination of game throughout the 
world by the encroachments of civilization upon 
their haunts, with the utmost regret. Con- 
sequently I am of the opinion that Mr. E. N. 
Buxton and his colleagues deserve the warmest 
thanks of all lovers of wild life, for the 
strenuous efforts they have made and are 
making to preserve from destruction the wild 
fauna of the Empire. 

However, there are yet vast areas of British 
Africa and the far north and west of British 



12 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS. 

North America, where big game is plentiful, 
and where Europeans will probably never 
settle down. In such wild and inhospitable 
regions I hope and believe that if the game is 
not exterminated by natives armed with modem 
Aveapons, well stocked hunting grounds will be 
available for enterprising and energetic British 
sportsmen of moderate desires for a long time 
yet to come. 

In the following chapters will be found a 
description of my first moose hxmt in Central 
Canada, together with accoimts of caribou 
himting off the beaten tracks in Newfoxmdland, 
and the pursuit of moose, wild sheep, and 
caribou in the almost virgin hunting grounds 
of the Yukon Territory of North-western 
Canada. Where I hunted moose near Lake 
Kippewa seven years ago, is now I believe the 
centre of a great mining district; but in 
Newfoxmdland and the Yukon Territory the 
conditions will be found much as I have 
described them, probably for a long time yet 
to come. 

When I first visited Newfoundland in 1900, 
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I found that caribou hunting was ahnost entirely 
confined to shooting these animals from 
ambushes, as they passed southwards across 
the railway on migration to their winter feed- 
ing grounds. This form of sport had no 
attraction whatever for me, and I, therefore, left 
the railway and made a little trip southwards 
to St. John's Pond. 

On this trip I was not very successful in 
finding caribou, but I convinced myself that 
considerable numbers of these animals never 
went north across the railway line in the 
spring, but remained the whole year round in 
the centre of the island. I saw, too, that the only 
way to get to this country would be by canoe 
up one of the shallow rocky rivers which take 
their rise in the interior of the island. 

At that time there was not a canoe to be had 
anywhere in Newfoundland — only heavy boats 
with which it was impossible to get far up any 
of the smaller rivers. So in 1901 1 imported a 
sixteen-foot bass wood canoe from Canada, and 
a canvas folding canoe from America, and with 
their help reached St. John's Pond without 
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much difficulty and carried out a successful 
hunting trip in the country to the south-west of 
the lake. No British or native white sportsman 
had I believe ever shot there before, and, indeed, 
much of the country I traversed was, I believe, 
wholly unexplored. 

As far as I know it was this successful 
hunting trip of mine to the interior of 
Newfoundland by means of canoes in 1901, 
which first turned the eyes of the more energetic 
of those sportsmen who have visited the 
island in recent years, to the possibilities of the 
sport to be obtained in the unknown interior of 
the country. My friend, Mr. J. G. Millais, has 
gone far beyond me, on the path I think I first 
pointed out, and during the last few years has 
explored much of the interior of the island, 
discovered much well-stocked deer ground, and 
brought home the most magnificent collection of 
caribou heads ever shot by one man. That 
ardent and energetic young big game hunter, 
Mr. H. Hesketh Prichard, too, as well as 
several other well-known sportsmen, have 
also recently made successful journeys to 
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the interior of Newfoundland in search of 
caribou. 

In 1905 I paid my third and last visit to 
Newfoundland, and with the help of a canoe 
and two good men, penetrated from Red 
Indian Lake to King George the Fourth's Lake, 
which I believe had only twice previously been 
visited by white men ; the last visit having 
been that of Mr. Howley, the veteran surveyor 
of Newfoundland, thirty years previously. 

In 1904, and again in 1906, I visited the 
Yukon Territory of North-western Canada, 
and made two very successful hunting trips 
up the Macmillan River. Up to 1902 this fine 
stream was absolutely unknown except to a 
few trappers. During that year, however, a 
surveying party under the leadership of 
Mr. R. G. MacConnell was sent from Dawson 
by the Canadian Geological Survey to explore 
its course. 

The country, however, lying between the 
north and the south forks of the MacmiUan 
and north and south of both those streams 
still remained entirely unknown and un- 
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explored, so that when in 1904 Mr. Sheldon 
and I hunted over the mountain ranges lying 
just south of the north fork, we were in a 
country where in all probability the foot of a 
white man had never trodden before. 

We had with us but one man a piece, and 
as the country in which we found ourselves 
was absolutely uninhabited, Indian guides 
or packers were imobtainable, and we had 
therefore to carry all our camp-gear, blankets 
and provisions up into the mountains on 
our own backs, and thus hunted under great 
difl&culties ; but still with fair success, all 
things considered. 

We could not move about much, and so did 
not cover much groimd, and thus failed to find 
the wild sheep rams of which my friend was 
particularly anxious to secure specimens. We 
saw a good many ewes and lambs, however, so 
that the rams must also have been in the 
district, and we should no doubt have found 
them had we had any means of transport save 
our own backs. 

During this trip I had the good fortune to 
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shoot a magnificent specimen of a moose, 
carrying a head which rivals in size and weight 
all but the finest heads of the giant species of 
moose (Alces gigas) foxmd in the Kenai 
Feninsnla of Alaska. 

In 1906 I reached the upper waters of the 
south fork of the Macmillan River after twenty- 
two days' hard work against a very strong 
stream after leaving the Yukon River. 

During this trip I secured several fine 
specimens of Osbom's caribou, the largest and 
handsomest species of caribou that exists, and 
was also fortunate enough to shoot another 
moose with a very fine head. I also shot a fine 
specimen of a black wolf. 

The entire skin of my finest caribou 
I preserved and presented to the trustees 
of the Natural History Museum at South 
Kensington, together with the complete skin 
of a Newfoundland caribou which I shot and 
preserved in 1905. These two specimens, 
splendidly mounted by Rowland Ward, of 
Kccadilly, may now be seen in the Mammalian 
GaUery of the Museum, and form, I think, an 
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interesting addition to our unrivallod zoologicaiL 
collection. 

Many of the photographs which illustrate 
this book were taken- by myself, Iwt my best 
thanks are due to Mr. S; H. FairsonSj of 
S(L John's, Newfoundland, who has given me 
permission to make use of some very excellent 
pictures of caribou swimming, and other 
subjects, as also to my American and Canadian 
friends, Messrs* Sheldon, Osgood, Rungius and 
Cameron, who weoro' hunting on the MacmiUan 
River in 1904, aE o£ whom have placed at 
my disposal, complete sets of the photographs 
they took during that year. 

E. C. Selous. 
Worplesdon, 

Surrey, 
Ainil 2m, 1907. 
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CHAPTER I. 

A MOOSE HUNT IN THE FOEESTS 
OF CENTEAL CANADA. 



It had always been one of my ambitions to 
visit some district of the great North American 
Continent where moose were still to be found, 
and to hunt this giant deer in its native haunts. 

For many a long year, however. Fate decreed 
that my life was to be passed in a part of the 
world far removed from the great northland, 
and gradually the hope of ever seeing one of 
these quaint ungainly old-time looking beasts 
grew somewhat faint, though it never entirely 
left me. 

However " tout vient a qui salt attendre,^' or 
rather, if I may paraphrase that familiar French 
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saying, " He who really wants a thing wiU sooner 
or later get an opportunity to go after it," and 
so in the autumn of 1900 the chance came to 
me to make a hunt after moose. 

Having made some preliminary arrangements 
by letter, I arrived at Mattawa, in the Province 
of Ontario, Canada, on the evening of September 
24th, bringing with me a single-shot '303 bore 
rifle, a few cartridges loaded with Dum-dum 
bullets, and a kit bag containing blankets and 
spare clothing. At Mattawa I purchased a 
supply of provisions at the Hudson's Bay Com- 
pany's store and hired for the trip a few cooking 
utensils, two small tents and two birch-bark 
canoes. 

With the kind assistance of Mr. Colin G. 
Rankin and Mr. E. 0. Taylor, the superin- 
tendent and manager of the Company's business 
at Mattawa, I got everything packed the day 
after my arrival, and on the morning of 
September 27th took the train to Lake Kippewa, 
accompanied by a half-breed guide named 
George Crawford, and his boy Joe. I found 
George Crawford a keen and experienced 
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hunter, and a most excellent fellow in every- 
way, and his nephew Joe, who was almost a 
full-blooded Indian, a very good tempered 
wilUng servant, and a wonderful packer, for, 
although only fourteen years of age, he thought 
nothing of carrying a load of eighty pounds. 

I must confess that during my two days' 
stay at Mattawa I was somewhat taken aback 
by the number of hunting parties constantly 
arriving there from various parts of the United 
States and Canada, aU intent on securing that 
much-coveted trophy, a fine moose head. How- 
ever, I reflected that the country in which all 
these eager sportsmen, I among them, were 
about to hunt, was very vast, and covered 
entirely, except for its rivers and lakes, with 
forests of a density which must be seen to be 
understood, and concluded that there were 
probably enough bull moose in these primeval 
solitudes for all of us, if we could only find 
them. 

A three hours' journey by rail brought us to 
the south-western shore of Lake Kippewa, 
where we embarked on a fine steamer — the 
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" Hurdman " — which is employed in carrying 
stores to the various lumber camps on the lake 
shore, and which bore us forthwith across 
Lake Kippewa, and then through Himter's 
Lake to an old abandoned landing stage, 
distant about a mile and a half from Lake 
Bois Franc. 

The passage through the various sheets of 
water known collectively as Lake Kippewa, aU 
of which are studded with innumerable islands, 
amongst which the steamer threads its way 
often through very narrow channels, would 
have been a most interesting experience had 
the weather been bright and fine, with the sun 
shining on the forests with which every island 
on the lake, and every portion of the mainland 
that was visible, is covered. Forests in which 
the dark-foliaged spruce and balsam are inter- 
mingled with the maple, and birch, whose 
leaves were now aU glorious with the rich and 
varied tints which mark the advent of the 
Indian smnmer. But the sky was duU and 
threatening, and entirely obscured with rain- 
charged clouds, which hung low over land and 
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water, wliilst a cold wind blew from the north 
which was far from comfortable. 

We pitched our tents that night near the old 
landing stage, and the next morning, which 
was bright and fine after the sun had dispersed 
the mists, carried all our belongings over a 
rough trail through the forest to the nearest 
point on Lake Bois Franc. It took us three 
journeys to get everything across. On one of 
these, George Crawford excited my admiration 
by carrying a bag of flour (100 lbs.) on his 
back, and the heaviest of the canoes, weighing 
probably another eighty pounds, balanced on 
his head. With this load he walked the mile and 
a half of the portage without stopping to rest. 

I found the Indian way of carrying a 
pack, the weight of which, though it rests on 
one's back, is supported to a considerable 
exteiit by a broad leather strap passed across 
the forehead, a most excellent one, and the 
easiest method of carrying a heavy load, though 
liable at first, and especially when walking on 
uneven ground, to strain severely the muscles 
of the neck. 
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After having repacked the canoes, we em- 
barked on Lake Bois Franc, and paddled about 
three miles to an old limiber camp, where we 
established our headquarters. In the afternoon 
we paddled to the other end of the lake, some 
distance up a beautiful little creek, on the 
sandy bottom of which we saw a few moose 
tracks not very old. We passed several great 
northern divers on the lake, and noticed a 
good many grebes, somewhat larger than our 
English dabchick. We remained in the creek 
\mtil the evening, and then George gave some 
calls on his birch bark trumpet, in imitation of 
the bellow of the moose cow. These calls, 
though repeated at intervals until it became 
dark, were, however, unheard, or at any rate 
met with no response from a bull. 

During the night it again came on to rain, 
and continued to do so until after noon the 
next day. As soon as it cleared up a bit, 
George and I paddled across the lake, and 
threaded our way through the dripping woods 
to a small lagoon about two miles distant. 
Here we saw a good many moose tracks, some 
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of them evidently those of large bulls, so we 
determined to fetch one of our small tents as 
quickly as possible, and then hunt the surround- 
ing country. 

Accordingly, on September 30th, we carried 
a tent and the smaller of our two canoes, 
together with blankets and a few days* pro- 
visions, to this promising-looking hunting 
ground. Li the evening, George again 
called for moose until long after dark, but 
there was no reply, and but for the occasional 
hooting of an owl, the great forests by 
which we were surrounded were absolutely 
voiceless. 

The next day was the first of October, the 
opening day of the hunting season in the county 
of Pontiac, Province of Quebec, and in the 
early morning George and I set out to look for 
moose, following an old lumberer's trail which 
after a mile or so brought us to a small swampy 
lagoon. Here George gave a call on his birch 
bark trumpet, and shortly afterwards, an animal 
which I of course thought was a bull moose, 
bellowed loudly not far away in the forest 
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behind us. George, however, pronounced it to 
be a cow and not a bull moose. 

Thinking thattheremight be a bull in company 
with her, we at once commenced to make our way 
in her direction, skirting along the lagoon just 
within the shelter of the forest, which grew to the 
very edge of the water. Before we had gone very 
far George who was in front, stopped suddenly, 
saying that he had heard something in the 
forest behind us like the noise of a bull's horns 
brushing through the spruce trees. This sound 
had been quite inaudible to me, as African 
malarial fever, or the large quantity of quinine 
I have taken to counteract that malady, has 
somewhat duUed my sense of hearing ; but I 
soon heard a distinct rustling in the bushes, 
and then the sound as of some large animal 
walking in shallow water. 

" It's a bull," whispered George ; " he's 
coming towards us along the edge of the 
lake." 

There was apparently no wind at all, but we 
were afraid that the keen-scented animal might 
smell our tracks, so we started to meet it, 
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threading our way cautiously but quickly 
through the forest. 

As we advanced the noise made by so large 
an animal walking in the water became more 
and more distinct, so I presently stepped out 
beyond the edge of the timber along the trunk 
of a fallen tree, to see if I could get a view of it. 
I at once caught sight of a bull moose — the first 
I had ever seen — coming slowly towards me, 
and walking knee-deep in the water of the lake 
just outside the forest. It looked immense, 
and its horns showed up well, and appeared 
much larger than they really proved to be when 
actually measured. When I first saw it this 
bull moose was not more than two hundred 
yards away, but as it seemed to be coming 
much nearer along the edge of the lagoon, I 
thought it better not to fire at once.. However, 
after it had come a little nearer in ftill view, it 
suddenly left the water, and turned into the 
forest, after first passing through some bushes 
growing in the lake, above which only its head 
and horns were visible. 

We now again advanced cautiously through 
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the forest to intercept our quarry, and heard it 
give two or three low grunts. Then its dark 
form came dimly into sight amongst the trees 
which grew very close together. It was not 
more than fifty yards oflf, but the stems of the 
trees hid it to such an extent, that, moving as 
it was, I should probably have missed it and 
hit a tree had I fired hurriedly. 

As George and I had halted suddenly on the 
instant when the moose first became visible 
to us, we were not hidden from it behind the 
stems of trees, but we stood perfectly still, and 
the doomed animal never turned its head 
towards us nor seemed in the least suspicious 
of danger, but came steadily forward. It had 
none of that appearance of alertness or timidity 
usually noticeable in wild animals in countries 
where they are much hunted by man or 
constantly preyed upon by carnivorous beasts. 

The biJl had now changed its course, and 
was advancing in a line that, had it kept, would 
have brought it past us almost broadside on at 
a distance of not more than thirty yards. I was 
afraid, however, to wait any longer, lest an 
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eddy of wind should betray our proximity, and 
as soon as I could get a clear view of the front 
part of its body through the trees I fired. Just 
at that moment it was in a dip of the ground, 
so that its legs and part of its body were hidden 
from view, and my bullet struck it rather high 
behind the shoulder, but this shot would cer- 
tainly have proved fatal, as it pierced both 
lungs below the backbone. Inunediately I had 
fired, I ran in, pushing another cartridge into 
the breach of my single-shot rifle as I did so. 

The groimd here rose rather steeply from 
the lake, and the wounded moose went straight 
up hill, but after going some twenty yards, 
stopped and, turning broadside, looked back, 
giving me a splendid second chance, of which 
I was not slow to take advantage. At this 
second shot, which pierced its heart, the giant 
deer gave a spasmodic plxmge forward, and 
then rolled over dead. 

I was mightily pleased to have at last shot 
a fairly good specimen of a bull moose. George 
pronounced it to be five years old. Its horns 
had a spread of forty-nine inches, and carried 
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eighteen points, and it stood six feet one inch 
in perpendicular height at the withers. After 
taking the whole of its inside out, I skinned 
and quartered the carcase, and then weighed 
.the sections with my small Austrian scale. The 
result was as follows : — 

Head with skin of neck attached 48 kilos 
Rest of hide . . . . 30 „ 
One forequarter with greater 

part oi neck .... 100 „ 
The other forequarter . . 90 „ 
One hindquarter . . . 66 „ 
The other hindquarter . . 60 „ 



Total . 394 kilos 



Taking the kilo at two pounds three ounces this 
would be equal to eight hundred and sixty-two 
pounds clean, which is the weight that George 
pronounced to be that of a &ir-sized moose buU 
of about five years old. It was, however, in very 
low condition and would certainly have weighed 
over nine hundred pounds clean, had it been shot 
a month earlier, and as the paunch, intestines, 
liver, heart and lungs weigh about one-fourth 




HEAD OF MOOSE SHOT OCT. 1, 1900. 
Note the shape of the nose and the 
smallness of the eye. 
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of the total weight of an animal, its live weight 
at that time would have been at least one 
thousand two hundred pounds. An exception- 
ally large and fat btill moose wotild of course 
weigh a good deal more. 

We soon had some meat frying in the pan, 
and though it was naturally neither tender nor 
juicy, I was glad to eat any kind of meat after 
having tasted nothing but bacon since leaving 
Mattawa. 

As it was still early in the morning when the 
moose was shot, we were able to get back to 
our main camp on Lake Bois Franc with the 
head and a load of meat the same evening. 
It took me almost the whole of the following 
day to skin and clean my first moose head, but 
in the evening George paddled me across the 
lake into a very nice looking creek, where he 
called for moose but failed to get an answer. 

Whilst paddling up the creek we caught sight 
of a white-tailed deer standing amongst some 
reeds. At our approach it gave one bound and 
disappeared in the forest which here grew close 
down to the water's edge. As it jumped it 
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threw up its broad fluffy tail, exposing the snow- 
white hair of the undersurf ace, and looking for 
all the world like an African reedbuck. 

On October 3rd we returned to the little lake 
where I had shot the moose two days previously. 
On our way there I heard a ruffed grouse 
drumming, and creeping close up to it, watched 
it displaying itself on a fallen tree. Ultimately 
I cut its head off with a '303 bullet, as I thought 
it would make a welcome addition to my larder. 
It was a very handsome cock bird with a fine 
ruff of black feathers round the neck. 

I thought it very curious that a ruffed grouse 
should be drumming at this time of the year, 
as I had imagined that, as in the case of 
European game birds, such manifestations 
were only indulged in during the breeding 
season, but George told me that ruffed grouse 
may often be heard drumming in the autumn 
during fine weather. In the evening we again 
called for moose, but got no answer and saw 
nothing. During the night it rained a little, 
and the weather became quite warm and 
muggy. 
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GEORGE CRAWFORD AND THE HEAD 
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For another week we hunted daily and 
travelled many a weary mile through the sombre 
forests to the south of Lake Bois Franc. We 
happened on many beautiful little lakes and 
swampy lagoons, in one of which was a small 
beaver house evidently inhabited, as it had 
been recently built. Although during this 
time we came across three moose cows with 
calves and a young bull with a small head, 
no broad-antlered monarch of the northern 
forests ever crossed our path until on the 
morning of October 9th. 

Early that day we came on the track of a 
big moose buU soon after leaving camp and 
followed it for six hours. Then we gave up 
the pursuit, as judging from certain signs, 
George declared the great deer to be so far in 
front of us that there was no chance of 
overtaking it. Taking a bee line through the 
forest my trusty guide brought me back to our 
camp at one end of a beautiful little lake late 
in the afternoon. It was a most lovely evening 
so perfectly still that there was not a ripple on 
the surface of the water, and when we had had 
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something to eat, and the sun had just set, 
George proposed that we should paddle up to 
the head of the lake and try a call. 

We were nearing the end of the lake, and 
George had laid down his paddle, and was 
about to raise his birch bark trumpet to his 
lips, when we heard a low grunt in the forest 
behind us. " That's a bull," whispered George ; 
" he's coming down to the lake." We turned 
the canoe round as quickly as possible, and 
almost immediately heard a slight rustling 
amongst the spruce trees, and then saw a cow 
moose preceded by a calf, walk out into the 
lake until they stood knee-deep in the water. 

I felt terribly disappointed, but George again 
whispered, " It was a buU that grunted, look out, 
he'll be close behind the cow," and almost as 
he spoke, a great bull moose, the broad palms 
of whose antlers I at once noted, came into 
view. 

He was but an average specimen of his 
race, but standing well out in the lake with 
head turned towards the gorgeous glow in the 
western sky, and with the dark spruce wood 
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behind him^ he looked grand beyond the 
power of words to describe. He appeared so 
manifestly a survival from very ancient 
times, that I could not help experiencing 
a curious feeling that the picture before me was 
unreal, a memory perhaps of something that I 
had seen ages ago, possibly in a former in- 
carnation. But George's eager whisper, "I'U 
paddle you close up, don't move," and the feel 
of my rifle, rudely disturbed my dream, and 
brought me back to the nineteenth centiiry. 

Greorge now commenced to propel the canoe 
towards the family of moose, with absolute 
noiselessness, and although we were in full 
view of them it was only the calf that seemed 
to notice us at all, but though it looked several 
times intently in our direction it did not appear 
to suspect danger. The cow was moving 
slowly through the shallow water with her 
nose down, apparently drinking, and the bull 
kept pace with her a little nearer the shore, his 
body being almost entirely hidden by hers. 

I was within seventy yards of them when the 
cow at last moved forwards, and left the mighty 
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buU standing in full view. He was then almost 
facing the canoe with his head down on the 
water, either drinking or more probably eating 
some part of the water lilies, which were 
growing jnst where he was standing. It would 
have been madness to have fired at him as he 
stood in this position, as the buUet would in all 
probability have broken up in the thick skin 
and great muscles at the back of the neck. 

So I waited, and soon he raised his head and 
turned a little towards the cow, and then I 
fired as well as I could — it was fast getting 
dusk — for the point of his shoulder, and saw 
immediately that I had hit him about right, as 
he flinched when the bullet struck him, and as 
he tried to turn I saw that his left foreleg himg 
useless from the shoulder. I believe this bullet 
would have killed him, but I fired three more 
into him as he turned round and sttmibled 
towards the shore of the lake. He just managed 
to reach dry ground and fell dead close to the 
water's edge. 

All this time the cow and calf had been 
standing quite still, looking curiously towards 




THE CANOE LAUNCHED ON 
LAKE KIPPEWA. 
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the canoe, and after the bull had fallen they 
still remained standing. Then the calf walked 
very slowly and sedately to the shore, and was 
soon followed by the cow. On reaching the 
edge of the forest they halted, and, although we 
were now within twenty yards of them, the 
cow came back to the lake-side alone, and 
with nose outstretched, stepped up to where 
her lord lay dead, and stood looking at him for 
some time, evidently quite at a loss to under- 
stand what on earth had happened to him. 
She then walked slowly back to her calf, and as 
we stepped ashore to inspect our prize, we 
could still see the whitish legs of the two 
animals as they stood amongst the trees quite 
close to us. After that I paid no further 
attention to them. 

The dead bull was a fine animal I meas- 
ured his standing height between two poles 
held perpendicidar to one another — ^the one at 
his wither, the other at the heel of his forefoot 
— and I made his standing height six feet two 
inches to the top of his shoulders, on which 
grew long coarse hair quite four inches in 
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length. George pranounced this moose to be 
an old buU past his prime, but his horns were 
qtdte worth having as they measured just 
fifty inches in greatest spread and were well 
pahnated with eighteen points. He had 
evidently been fighting desperately quite 
lately for the possession of the cow he had 
attached himself to, as his head and neck had 
been much bruised, no doubt by blows from 
the horns of a rival. 

I spent the following day in cleaning and 
preserving the headskin of my second moose, 
and, as my license only entitled me to shoot 
two of these animals — only one may now be 
shot — ^I started on October 11th for a place 
called Snake Lake, not far from Mattawa, where 
George thought I might get a white-tailed deer. 

After several days still hunting, during 
which I saw several does and fawns, but never 
a buck, I at last got a shot at and killed a four- 
year old stag with a pretty, though not, of 
course, a very large, pair of horns. 

On the following day, October 20th, the 
weather was very fine without a breath of wind, 
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and George declared that it was useless going 
after deer as one's footsteps on the dead leaves 
which now lay six inches deep on the grotind 
all over the hard-wood forests, would be sure 
to attract their attention and drive them off 
long before it would be possible to see and 
get a shot at one. As it seemed probable that 
this weather might last for several days, and 
I was anxious to get to Newfoundland before 
the end of the month, I resolved to bring my 
first himt in the forests of Canada to an end 
and get back to Montreal as quickly as possible. 



AFTER WOODLAND CARIBOU 
IN NEWFOUNDLAND. 



CHAPTER n. 

AFTER WOODLAND CARIBOU 
IN NEWFOUNDLAND. 



I LANDED in NewfoTindland early on the morning 
of October 26th, 1900, and started at once for 
Howley Station, where a telegram had informed 
me I would find my guide and camp equipment 
awaiting me. The journey by rail from Port- 
aux-Basques to Howley occupied nine hours, but 
the time passed quickly, as the country we 
travelled through was always wild and interest- 
ing. Mucli of the ground was covered with 
dense forests of spruce and juniper, but the 
individual trees in these wooded tracts looked 
very small and slight in comparison with the 
giant timber, amongst whose tall and massive 
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stems I had lately been hunting moose in 
Canada. 

I must confess that aU I heard and saw 
concerning caribou shooting on the evening of 
my arrival at Howley, impressed me most 
imfavourably, and all I subsequently saw of 
shooting these animals from ambushes during 
their annual migration across the railway line, 
confirmed my low estimation of the attractions 
of this form of game killing. 

As I stepped from the train I saw that there 
were several carcaseB of freshly-killed caribou 
lying on the platform of the little railway 
station. These were all does and fawns, which 
I was subsequently informed had been killed 
that day whilst crossing the line quite close to 
the station. In addition to these entire carcases 
there were several heads, skins, and haunches 
of stage, but not a good or even moderate pair of 
horns amongst them. Seeing me examining 
these trophies of the chase, my guide, who had 
introduced himself to me as soon as I stepi)ed 
from the train, remarked jovially: ''Ah! You've 
come to the slaughter-house now. What a pity 
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you weren't here yesterday, the deer were 
crossing the line all day, and everyone got 
lots of shots; it was just as if a battle was 
going on ! " 

In the evening I took a walk along the railway 
line with my guide, and learned from him all I 
could about caribou and the way in which they 
were usually shot at tliis season of the year. 

Great numbers of caribou, I was informed — ^but 
by no means all, as I subsequently discovered — 
spend the summer months in the northern part 
of Newfoundland and winter in the south of the 
island. There are thus two annual migrations : 
in the early spring from the south to the north, 
and in the autumn — during September and 
October — ^from north to south; and as the 
railway traverses the whole island from east to 
west every caribou which migrates is bound to 
cross the line twice a year. 

On migration, certain tracts of country are 
annually traversed, through which well-defined 
paths are made. These deer paths are known 
in Newfoundland as "leads," and during the 
autumn migration the usual method of securing 
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caribou was (at the time of which I am writing) 
by watching a " lead " and shooting the animals 
from an ambush as they passed. In some cases 
the watcher was able to command a view of 
several " leads," and from time to time a rapid 
change of position would be necessary to cut 
ofE deer coming along a trail out of shot of the 
central ambuscade. The common practice, 
however, was to sit and watch all day long, and 
day after day, from one spot, and during this 
time to do no walking at all except to and from 
the camp on the railway line. 

In watching for caribou the direction of the 
wind must, of course, be studied, as the sense 
of smeU is very highly developed in these 
animals, and they will at once take alarm on 
scenting a human being ; but when on migrar 
tion they travel straight ahead, and at such a 
time often come right down the wind, and must 
then trust to their eyes alone to give them 
notice of dangers ahead. Their eyesight is not 
nearly so quick as that of most wild animals, 
and unless they had just been shot at they 
always appeared to me to be absolutely imcon- 




WOLVES, LYNXES, BLACK BEARS. 63 

scions that they were running any risk of 
encountering a lurking enemy on their line of 
march. 

Possibly this want of alertness — so very 
different to the constant watchfulness displayed 
by African antelopes, for instance — ^may be due 
to the fact that in Newfoundland there are prac- 
tically no carnivorous animals which habitually 
prey on the caribou. There are a few wolves, it 
is true, but these fierce and formidable creatures 
appear to be extremely scarce and, singularly 
enough, do not increase in numbers. 

Lynxes, although now numerous in Newf outid- 
land, have only recently established themselves 
on the island, and are said to be the descen- 
dants of a few enterprising individuals which, 
during a severe winter, crossed the Straits 
of Belle Isle on the ice from the neigh- 
bouring coast of Labrador. These lynxes, 
however, although they may occasionally catch 
and kill a caribou fawn, are believed to live 
almost entirely on hares and willow grouse. 
The American black bear is also foimd in 
Newfoundland, but lives principally on berries. 
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and, although he will eat the meat of a deer 
which he may find lying dead, is said never to 
kill one of these animals himselL 

Thus the caribou of Newfoundland has but 
one enemy — ^man ; and even by man he is not 
constantly persecuted. In the year 1900 some 
six thousand caribou are believed to have been 
shot in the whole island — some seven hundred 
by American, British and Newfoundland sports- 
men during the autunm migration, and the 
remainder by meat hunters during the winter, 
at which season the deer collect in large herds, 
and often approach the fishing villages on the 
south coast of the island. Nevertheless, the 
great bulk of the caribou in Newfoundland — and 
I believe that there are still enormous numbers 
of these animals in existence — ^probably never 
see a hmnan being, either in their summer 
haunts to the north of the railway or on their 
winter feeding grounds to the south. 

On the night of my arrival at Howley I slept 
£^t the station, and the following morning, after 
an early breakfast by lamplight, started with 
my guide eastwards along the railway in order 
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to take up a position on a good " lead " as early 
as possible. 

As it grew light we found the face 
of the land enshrouded in so thick a mist 
that a caribou would have been invisible at a 
distance of fifty yards. So dense was this mist 
that, when a little later I was sitting on a large 
stone on a piece of rising ground, whence, had 
the weather been clear, I should have com- 
manded a view over an extensive stretch of open 
boggy ground, a peregrine falcon all but perched 
on my head. I saw a large bird flying through 
the mist straight towards me, and did not move 
until it . was close to my face. Then I saw it 
was a peregrine falcon, and at the same time it 
realized that I was not a part of the rock on 
which I T^as sitting. It checked itself suddenly 
in its flight, rose just above my head, and 
passed on, but I feel sure it had intended to 
perch on my head. 

The naist now began to clear, and my guide 
said we had better go a little farther up the 
line and take up a position for the day on a 
very good " l^ad " he knew of. We soon passed 
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two huntmg camps^ all the occupants of which, 
were already out watching " leads." When we 
were some three miles from Howley station we 
left the line and turned northwards along some 
open ridges intersected by boggy valleys. 
After having walked about a mile in this direc- 
tion we sat down at the foot of a large pine 
tree. 

The mist was now clearing fast, and we 
were presently able to distinguish objects at 
some distance. The first living things we saw 
were not caribou, but three men watching for 
those animals on the same '^ lead " as ourselves, 
and within two hundred yards of us. My 
guide swore softly, and I found it difficult to 
express adequately my own feelings. 

We then walked up to our competitors, who 
proved to be natives of the island looking for 
meat ; they were all known to my guide. Two 
of them were armed with muzzle-loading 
weapons, one of which was a long 8-bore 
sealing gun, loaded with slugs. The third 
carried a good breech-loading rifle. After a 
short talk with these men it was arranged that 
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my guide and I should go a little farther on 
down the main " lead " and allow everything to 
pass but a stag with a good head. 

We therefore took up a second position on the 
top of another ridge some three hundred yards 
farther on. Here we sat until about one o'clock 
without seeing or hearing anything. By this 
time the mist had entirely cleared off and it 
was a bright, sunny day. 

Suddenly we heard a shot not very far away 
to the left. " That's someone on the next * lead/ " 
said my guide ; '^ Now look out, as the deer 
may come this way." Some two minutes later 
I saw about twenty caribou — ^aU does and fawns, 
so far as I could make out — come trotting into 
the open and make directly towards the three 
gunners behind us. I saw two of these men 
run towards the deer and then sit down and 
fire into them without visible effect as they 
trotted past. Soon we saw another herd of 
does, followed by a stag, coming straight 
towards where we were sitting ; but the man 
with the rifle ran in and fired at them when 
they were still some four hundred yards away 
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from UB. They then disappeared in the hollow 
behind the next ridge to the one on which we 
had taken our stand. 

In a few minutes the does reappeared, coming 
straight towards ns, the stag presently follow- 
ing at a slow trot some distance behind them. 
Looking at him with my glasses I saw that he 
carried a very pretty head, but he was not for 
me, for a streak of blood on his flank showed 
that he was wounded. The does now trotted 
down into the boggy ground below us, and 
presently came up to within twenty yards of 
where we were sitting, and then stood staring 
at us for some time, evidently unable to make 
us out. 

When I say they were within twenty yards 
of us I am not exaggerating, and my guide 
afterwards told me that cases were known 
where several caribou standmg with heads 
close together, looking curiously at a man who 
kept quite still, had been killed with one charge 
of slugs fired from a heavy sealing gun. 

Whilst the does were looking at us the 
woimded stag had halted in the bog below, 
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and the man who had wounded him fired 
at him again from the ridge behind and 
broke his neck. He fell dead within a hundred 
and fifty yards of where we were sitting. He 
was a fine animal, with a very pretty and 
symmetrical head of thirty-seven points, both 
brow antlers being well developed. 

I must say that I felt thoroughly disgusted 
with the whole business. In the first place to 
sit on one spot for hours lying in wait for game 
is not himting, and although under favourable 
conditions it may be a deadly way of killing 
caribou, it is not a form of sport which would 
appeal to me under any circumstances, but 
when pursued in competition with, and in the 
midst of, nimierous other gunners, I could see 
no redeeming point in it whatever. However, 
I resolved to say nothing and see the day 
through. 

My guide seemed fuU of hope and confidence* 
Holding the horns of the dead stag, he pro- 
noimced it to be a very fair head : *^ But," said 
he, *' we'll get better than that before the 
week's out," and presently he remarked, " The 
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big stage are only just beginning to come 
across the railway, they are always the last to 
migrate soutL If we could only get a 
snowstorm that would move them, and then 
you would get a chance to pick some fine 
heads." 

We then went back to our tree and watched 
the " leads " till late in the afternoon. About 
four o'clock a heavy fusillade broke out a few 
hundred yards down the " lead '' in front of us. 
We coimted fifteen shots. This showed how 
welL-nigh hopeless our position had been, as, 
all unknown to us, some other gunners were 
sitting on the same ^^ lead " ahead of us, and 
would naturally have got the first chance at 
any stag that came along. We presently saw 
the man who had fired the shots. He told us 
he had killed a good stag, and declared he had 
only had two shots at it, but my guide who 
knew him, told me that he was a man who 
enjoyed a reputation for being somewhat 
inaccurate in his statements. I afterwards 
saw the head of the stag he had shot. It was 
quite a nice one, but not so good as the one 
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I had seen shot in the morning. That evening 
I. again slept at Howley station. 

On the following morning, leaving my cook 
and the guide's son to take my baggage on a 
trolley about a mile along the line and there 
pitch camp, I again went out with the father of 
the latter to look for a good caribou stag. 
I may here mention that within a hundred 
yards of where my camp was pitched the cook 
&und the fresh-killed carcase of a fawn which 
had probably been shot by someone the 
previous evening. The meat was perfectly 
good, and whilst it lasted I was saved from 
the necessity of killing a doe or young stag for 
the larder. 

As my experiences of the previoiis day had 
thoroughly disgusted me, I told my guide that 
he must take me for a day's walk through the 
country, as I would not again sit on a '^ lead " 
and wait for caribou to come to me. He 
acknowledged that it was a poor form of sport, 
but lE^d that at this time of year it paid better 
than.walking and looking for caribou, as the 
animals were all travelling, and so seldom gave 
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an opportunity for a stalk, whilst the country 
was difficult ta get about in, owing to the 
softness of the bogs and the density of the 
forests. 

We had a good day of it, not getting back to 
camp till dark, llie walking was certainly 
very hard, but I found I could stand it well 
enough. 

The whole country was level and divided 
into pretty equal parts of open bog and 
dense forest. In the bogs one sank over the 
ankle, and often much deeper, in water at every 
step, and progress was as slow and tiring as 
when walking in deep soft snow. In the 
patches of forest the small spruce firs grew so 
close together, and were so tangled up with 
fallen trees, that it was a pleasant change to 
break through into the open and plunge into a 
deep bog again. In the course of the day we 
came upon a fawn wandering disconsolately 
aroimd all by itself, its mother having doubt- 
less been shot, and later on four does and a 
fawn passed close to us, travelling due south 
towards the railway line. Of these does 
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three were hornless, but the fourth had small 
horns. 

The ease and rapidity with which these 
animals traversed a stretch of open marsh 
whilst we watched them were most remarkable. 
They seemed to glide over the surface without 
sinking in at all, and got along so quickly that 
no human being, I imagine, could have over- 
taken them, for in the wet bogs of Newf oxmdland 
you cannot run, and may rather be said to wade 
than to walk. 

Neither horse, ox, nor ass can traverse these 
marshes at aU, as they sink in and get bogged 
immediately, but the feet of the caribou are 
specially adapted for walking in soft groimd, 
as not only can the broad, rounded hoofs be 
splayed out very wide, apart and made to cover 
a large surface, but the false hoofs are also 
specially developed in order to assist in bearing 
up the animal's weight. 

On our way back to camp we came on two 
caribou feeding in a small marsh surrounded 
by forest. They were a stag and a doe, and 
the former looked a fine large animaL I crept 
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up to within seventy yards and had a good 
look at him. I was very nearly shooting him, 
but after studying his head for some time I 
decided it was not worth having, as the tops of 
his antlers seemed very poor, so I stood up 
and let him see me, when he presently ran 
off. 

On getting back to camp I found that two 
acquaintances of my guide had come up from 
Alexander Bay to try and get some meat for 
the winter. One of them was armed with a 
sealing gun loaded with slugs, and the other 
carried a good rifle. The latter, an elderly 
man named Saunders, had killed during the 
day a very fine caribou stag with a head of 
forty-one points, not far from camp, just as it 
was crossing the railway. The horns of this 
stag, though not very long, were wonderfully 
palmated and very symmetrical. I took a 
photograph of them, and they were subse- 
quently bought by one of the occupants of 
the next camp along the line for fifteen 
dollars. 

On the following day I again tramped the 
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bogs to the north of the railway, but failed to 
come acroBB a good stag. Soon after leaving 
camp I met a doe and a fawn, and later on a 
small herd, consisting of five does and a stag, 
passed within fifty yards of the bushes from 
behind which my guide and I had been 
watching them as they approached us across 
an open bog. As the stag had a poor head I 
did not stop him, and all six animals passed 
on southwards quite imconscious of our near 
proximity. 

In the afternoon we had rather an interesting 
experience. Stroud (my guide) and I were 
resting on a stretch of dry sand just below the 
high and densely-wooded upper bank of the 
Sand River, a pretty stream some eighty yards 
in width. Sitting as we were on an open 
beach, we were, of course, in full view of any 
animal standing on the farther bank of the 
river. 

Nevertheless, a herd of caribou, consisting 
of three old does, a fawn, and two young 
stags, presently appeared amongst the trees 
exactly opx>osite, and without seeming to 
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notice us they plunged one after the other 
into the river. They swam across towards our 
side one behind the other, and heading a little 
down stream, got into shallow water about fifty 
yards below where we were sitting. Here they 
stood for some minutes shaking the water out 
of their thick coats like great dogs. Presently, 
headed by one of the young stags, they waded 
one after the other back again into deep water, 
and swam in single file straight up the centre 
of the river, and again landed on the same side 
about two hundred yards above us. They 
certainly passed within thirty or forty yards of 
us, but, though we were in fuU view on the 
open beach, never appeared to notice us. 

As the wind was blowing up stream they very 
soon scented us after leaving the water, and 
they then showed the same alarm which is 
manifested by all other wild animals at the 
smell of man. As the taint entered their 
nostrils they each made a short dash to one 
side or the other ; then they all stood still for 
a moment, looking eagerly for their unseen 
enemies, and then dashed off headlong. 
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I noticed tliat when swimming past us a few 
inches of the whole length of their bodies was 
above the water, whilst all their short tails 
were held straight up in the air like tiny sails, 
the snow-white underside being fully exposed 
to view. 

During the following night heavy rain set in, 
which turned to snow before morning, the storm 
lasting till after mid-day. When the cook 
brought me my early breakfast before daylight, 
as usual, he informed me that the meat of the 
fawn on which we had been living for the past 
jLhree days was nearly finished, and asked me 
to try and shoot a deer near camp for the larder. 
Not long afterwards, on looking out of my tent 
through the fast falling snowfiakes I saw two 
caribou does standing just on the side of the 
railway and within fifty yards of our encamp- 
ment. 

I at once got hold of my rifle and, 
pushing in a cartridge, looked out again. The 
two does had seen me when I first left the tent, 
and had trotted a short distance away, but 
were now again standing less than a himdred 
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yards from me. So I killed one of them with 
a bullet through the lungs — ^the first shot I had 
fired at a caribou. 

On the following day I shot another — a stag 
with too poor a head to keep — out of a herd of 
six which trotted past our tent just after my 
return to camp late in the afternoon. I gave 
this animal to the man with the sealing gun, 
who had just killed a young stag out of the 
same herd. He was delighted to get two whole 
carcases, and took them off home that evening 
on the slow train which runs over the line daily 
from St. John's to Port-aux-Basques. This train 
is called the '^accommodation train/' and it 
fully deserves the appellation. It travels slowly, 
time is of no object to it, and on being hailed 
will obligingly stop anywhere, independently 
of stations, and take up passengers or deer 
carcases. 

On the evening of October 31st, Stroud and 
I came home along the railway and took careful 
note of the tracks that had crossed the line 
since the snow fell. The snow had now been 
lying a foot deep on the ground for two days. 
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yet the number of caribou tracks crossing the 
line since it fell, between Howley station and 
Orooae Lake, was very small, and so far as we 
could learn from enquiry at the different camps, 
no big stags had been seen during that time. 

My guide now abandoned his original idea that 
a snowstorm would bring a number of old stags 
across the railway line, and came to the con- 
clusion that the autumn migration was nearly 
over, and that, therefore, it would not be much 
use our remaining any longer where we were. 

To my question as to whether we could not 
get into the country to which the deer had 
migrated, he replied that the difficulty of 
hunting in any district, which was not either 
adjacent to the railway or accessible by water, 
arose from the fact that in Newfoundland no 
pack animals could be used, and thus in a 
journey across country all provisions and camp 
equipment had necessarily to be carried on 
men's backs. He told me, however, that if we 
moved to a station about a himdred and fifty 
miles east of Howley, he thought we could get 
by boat to a country where no one else was 
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at present hunting, and where there would 
be a good chance of finding caribou. 

I at once made up my mind to try this new 
field, as I was heartily sick of the neighbourhood 
of the railway. We got on board the train the 
same night, and reached Terra Nova station at 
11 a.m. on the morning of the 1st of November. 
For this excursion I engaged Saunders and 
Stroud's son, in addition to the guide and the 
ci3ok. 

On leaving the train we lost no time in 
packing our traps on board a heavy row-boat, 
and forthwith made a start up the lake. The 
day was cold with a strong wind blowing, which 
presently knocked up such a sea that we were 
obliged to take shelter early in the afternoon 
behind a projecting headland and lie there for 
the rest of the day. 

On the following morning the water of the 
lake was comparatively cahn, as the wind had 
gone down during the night, so we lost no time 
in getting on the move. Stroud and I left the 
boat to proceed along the right-hand shore of 
the lake and up the St. George's River to an 
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appointed spot where it was arranged we were 
to meet and camp that evening. We then 
set oflE on a hunt into the country lying to the 
west of our last night's bivouac. 

After having followed the shore of the lake 
for a mile or so, we made our way up a densely- 
wooded slope, which rose to a height of two or 
three hundred feet above the level of the water, 
and presently emerged upon an open plateau 
of level marsh, scattered over which were little 
islands of forest and outcrops of moss-covered 
rock, known as " barrens." 

We had been walking for perhaps a couple 
of hours, and were just entering a patch of 
burnt forest, a veritable wilderness of dead and 
bleaching poles, when I suddenly caught sight 
of the white neck and reddish antlers of a 
caribou stag. 

" Sit down ! " I whispered to my guide, who 
was just in front of me but had not yet seen 
him, and we both squatted at once. 

The caribou stag was less than a hundred 
yards away when I first saw him, and 
had he been a sharp-sighted animal would 
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inevitably have seen us at the same time. 
However, he failed to do so, and came 
mooning along through the dead and leafless 
tree stems, evidently with a mind so much at 
ease that he had not the least suspicion 
that danger and death might be lurking very 
near him. 

I could not at once fire, as the burnt forest 
through which he was slowly moving was very 
thick, so I waited for him to advance into more 
open ground. 

I must say he looked a splendid animal, his 
snow-white neck, with a shaggy fringe of 
hair depending from the throat, showing up 
in striking contrast with his grey-brown body 
and dark face ; whilst the red-brown pahnated 
antlers when viewed from one side looked 
like some curious spiky growth of wood. He 
soon got into a little more open ground and 
gave me a very easy broadside shot at about 
eighty yards, so I put a bullet through his 
lungs, which killed him very quickly. 

My prize was evidently an animal in his prime. 
Unfortunately, only one brow tine was broadly 
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palmated, and on this side — the left antler — 
there were nineteen points. The other antler 
only bore eleven, as the brow tine was a long 
single spike. However, the head was a very 
pretty and regular one in all other respects, and 
I was very pleased to have secured it. 

After cutting off the head of this stag and 
cleaning thecarcase* Stroud and I had a long and 
heavy day's walking through the marshy upland. 
Soon after midday we came on two young stags 
lying down. They were very tame, and allowed 
me to have a good look at them, but their heads 
were not quite large enough, so I left them 
alone. 

It was after dark when we at last reached 
the camping place agreed upon on the bank 
of the St. George's River, but our boat 
had not yet arrived. However, in about an 
hour it turned up, by which time we had a 
glorious fire burning. Although the day had 
been bright and sunny, and almost cloudless, it 
had become quite overcast by the time the boat 

*Whea on our return the men went to get this meat, they found 
that much of it had been deroured hy eagles. 
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arrived, and before we could get the tents 
pitched rain had commenced to fall. 

On the following morning, leaving our cook 
in charge of the tents, I set out with Stroud, 
his son, and Saunders on an excursion into the 
country lying to the west of our encampment. 
We travelled light, only taking tea, sugar, 
hard biscuit, and a piece of bacon in the way 
of provisions, and a light canvas sheet instead 
of a tent. I took a single blanket for myself, 
but the men had only one blanket between 
them. However, in Newfoundland an abun- 
dance of dry wood is almost everywhere to be 
found, and there is, therefore, no difl&culty in 
keeping warm with the help of a good fire, 
without a blanket at all. 

On this excursion we were absent from camp 
for five days, and travelled over a good deal 
of country. During the first day's march we 
crossed the tracks of a great number of 
caribou. These tracks were all going west- 
wards, and, though none were fresh, the 
greater part of them seemed to be only a few 
days old. 
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Stroud fully expected that we should come 
up with the migrating deer on some open 
"barrens'* just beyond a little lake known as 
Island Pond. 

We reached this lake late in the afternoon, 
and, leaving the other two men to arrange a 
shelter for the night, Stroud and I took a round 
over the undulating rocky " barrens " beyond. 

Late in the evening we saw three caribou 
does, but they were evidently stragglers, as the 
tracks showed that the main body of deer had 
passed on westwards. My guide thought that 
the snowstorm of the previous week had moved 
them, and feared they might travel too far to 
the south-west to allow us to overtake them. 
This, imhappily, proved to be the case. 
However, we followed on the deer tracks for 
two more days, trudging slowly and heavily 
along through spongy marshes and dense 
spruce forests. 

Soon after leaving Island Pond we got into a 
coxmtry into which none of the men with me 
had ever previously penetrated, and passing 
over the high ground to the north of St. John's 
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Lake, came on a fine river running into the 
north-west comer of the lake. This river has 
no name, so far as I could learn, and is only 
indicated by a dotted line on the most recent 
maps. 

It seems absurd to talk about getting into 
unknown country close to a railway line in a 
comparatively small island like Newfoundland — 
an island, moreover, which was discovered more 
than four hundred years ago ; but the fact re- 
mains that much of the interior, both of the 
southern and northern portions of Newfound- 
land, has never yet been surveyed, although it 
has been traversed in various directions along 
its chief waterways. But between the rivers 
there are stretches of country which may be 
said to be absolutely unknown — ^pathless wastes 
of marsh and forest, studded with countless 
little lakes and ponds, never yet looked upon 
by the eye of civilized man ; wild and desolate 
solitudes, at present absolutely uninhabited. 

We followed the course of the river I have 
mentioned for some distance westward to a 
point about three miles beyond a pretty little 
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waterfall. Along the bank of this river I 
noticed many small spruce trees which had 
been beaten to pieces by caribou stags when 
rubbing the velvet from their horns in the 
early autumn. This fact convinced me that 
there were deer which passed the summer in 
this district, and did not migrate in the spring to 
the northern part of the island. On questioning 
Stroud on this subject, he told me there could 
be no doubt that a considerable number of 
deer passed the whole year to the south of the 
railway. In his opinion the oldest and heaviest 
stags in the island would be found amongst 
this number. I made a mental note of all this, 
and determined to act upon it should I ever 
visit Newfoundland again. 

On the afternoon of November 5th we 
decided to turn back, as we then had nothing 
left in the way of provisions but a few biscuit 
crumbs and a little tea, and the caribou seemed 
to have gone right on westwards. We had 
determined to camp that night at the western 
end of St. John's Lake, which, however, we 
did not reach until late at night after a most 
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tiring scramble by moonlight for the last few 
miles along the bank of the river, which was 
often densely wooded to its very edge. 

It was just commencing to rain when at last 
we reached the lake, but we managed to put 
up a lean-to, over which we stretched our flimsy 
bit of sail-clbth. Soon, however, the flood-gates 
of heaven seemed to have opened, as the rain, 
which had at first been light, became a steady 
downpour, and never stopped for one instant 
till two o'clock the following afternoon. 

I have experienced much heavier rain in 
tropical countries in the shape of storms which 
did not last long, but only once before have 
I known a steady downpour to be so long- 
continued. 

We made no attempt to sleep, as the rain beat 
into the front of our shelter, and the old canvas 
tarpaulin leaked so much that it was impossible 
to lie down without exposing oneself to the 
drippings from many places. Fortunately aU 
round our camp there was an inexhaustible 
supply of fuel in the shape both of standing 
and fallen trees, and by constantly piling great 
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logs, a foot in diameter, on the fire, we kept it 
going. We still had a little tea and a few 
crumbs of broken biscuit left, and so were not 
very badly ofE after all. 

On the following day we were unable to move 
and had scarcely anything to eat — nothing, in 
fact, but a small ration of biscuit — as we thought 
it advisable to keep a little in reserve. As long 
as the rain lasted we occupied our time in chop- 
ping down dead trees and keeping the fire going, 
but as soon as the weather cleared, as it did 
early in the afternoon, we set to work to dry 
our things, and by nightfall had everything 
comfortable once more. 

The clouds had by this time completely 
disappeared, and the moon, now nearly at the 
full, was shining softly over forest, lake, and 
river. During the night there was a hard 
frost, and the next day — ^November 7th — was 
beautifully bright and fine. We made an early 
start, and getting on to the high ground as 
soon as possible — since all the low lands near 
the lake were deeply flooded — ^walked steadily 
all day. When the sun went down we were 
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not more than ten miles distant from our camp, 
so we pushed on by moonlight and got in soon 
after ten o'clock. We had certainly walked a 
good many hours, but could not have covered 
any great distance as our pace across the bogs 
had necessarily been slow. 

We made two halts during the day, 
one in the morning to eat some delicious 
berries which we found growing in pro- 
fusion on a mossy "barren," and the 
second in the afternoon to roast and eat 
three willow grouse which I had shot with 
my rifle. 

The above-mentioned berries are known in 
Newfoundland as partridge berries — partridge 
being the local name for willow grouse. 
I thought them most delicious and made a good 
meal off them. 

The wiUow grouse allowed me to walk up to 
within ten yards of them as they sat on the 
ground, and I shot them, one after the other, 
through the head. This may possibly be 
considered an unsportsmanlike action, but, 
after all, these birds were not shot for sport 
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but for use, as my companions and I were really 
hungry. 

The birds which I shot were ahnost entirely 
white, and in a very short time would have 
assumed their full winter plmnage. In the 
summer their general colour on the head, neck, 
and upper parts is yeUowish-brown, the flight- 
feathers alone remaining white. 

On reaching our former camping-place we 
found that the tents had been shifted to a higher 
piece of ground, and we soon learnt from the 
cook, who had been left in charge, that the 
river had risen so high immediately after the 
great rain that it had overflowed its banks and 
converted the ground on which our tents had 
been pitched into a lake. Fortunately our cook 
was equal to the occasion, and very sensibly 
transferred all our belongings, including the 
tents, to the boat. 

I still had a suflScient supply of provisions 
for another week's trip, but came to the con- 
clusion that it was scarcely worth while under- 
taking it, since Stroud gave it as his opinion 
that, with the exception of a few stragglers, all 
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the caribou had traveUed so far to the south- 
west that we should not be able to come up 
with them. He told me that at this time of 
year they were accustomed to resort to the 
thick forests, in which it was very difficult to 
find them, and that they would not frequent 
the open country again until mid-winter. 

At that time the snow lies deep over the 
whole island except on the exposed, wind-swept 
" barrens." On these bleak wastes the caribou 
congregate, to feed on the white moss with 
which the ground is covered. In very hard 
winters they are said to live entirely on another 
kind of moss, which grows plentifully on the 
spruce firs. 

As the chances of success seemed so smaU, 
and my absence from home had already been 
somewhatmoreprolonged than I had anticipated, 
I decided to rest satisfied with the experience 
I had gained on this, my first essay at caribou 
hunting, and to endeavour to turn it to account 
the following year. I had taken out a license 
which entitled me to shoot five caribou stags 
and two does, and I had had ample opportunity 
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to shoot this number of animals. But it was 
not quantity but quality I wanted, and I had 
actually only fired three shots — all very easy 
ones — and killed one good stag for his head and 
a doe and a yotmg stag for meat. 

On November 9th I got back to Terra 
Nova station, and, taking the next train to 
Port-aux-Basques, crossed at once to the 
mainland and returned to England via New 
York. 

Before quitting my companions I made 
arrangements for another hunt in the early 
autumn of the following year. Stroud was 
unable to undertake to go with me, as he was 
already engaged for the next fishing season and 
the early hunting in September. 

Old Saimders, however, a quiet tireless hard- 
working man, always willing and cheerful, 
and to whom I had taken a great liking, 
agreed to accompany me and to find another 
good man. 

Our plan was to get to St. John's Lake by 
canoe in September and to hunt the country 
beyond in the hope of finding some of the big 
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old stags which had passed the summer in 
that part of the island. 

How I fared on this second quest after a 
fine caribou head will be related in the 
following chapter. 
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CHAPTER m. 

BEYOND ST. JOHN'S LAKE. 

A WELL STOCKED HUNTING 

GEOUND. 



On the afternoon of Saturday, September 7th, 

1901, I landed at St. John's, Newfoundland, 

after a passage, the dull monotony of which 

was only relieved by the sight of some fine 

icebergs. 

The following day, Sunday, was a day of 

rest, but during Monday I took out my hunting 

license and bought all necessary stores* and camp 

equipment for a three weieks' excursion after 

caribou. I then telegraphed to Saunders — with 

whom I had been in touch by letter since the 

previous auttimn— to meetme at Terra Nova 

7 
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station, and got away the same evening in the 
slow or " accommodation " train. In addition to 
the provisions and cooking gear, which I bought 
locally, I carried with me a light waterproof 
tarpaulin, ten feet by fourteen feet and weigh- 
ing seventeen pounds, a sixteen-foot Canadian 
basswood canoe, and an American collapsible 
canoe. Both these canoes did me yeoman's 
service, and without them I could not possibly 
have reached the coimtry in which I wished to 
himt. 

A tarpaulin, in a country like Newfoundland, 
where forests of spruce and birch everywhere 
abound, I consider preferable in every way to 
a tent, especially in the matter of weight and 
portability. A lean-to made of light saplings, 
resting on a cross-pole fixed on two convenient 
trees, can always be put up in a few minutes, 
and over this framework the tarpaulin is 
stretched. A fire — as large or as small as 
you like — ^is lighted in front, which keeps the 
interior of the bivouac warm and dry, green 
spruce boughs are cut to lie on, and there is 
plenty of room, not only for several men, but 
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also for stores and baggage of all kinds 
besides. 

Day was just breaking on the morning of 
September 10th, when — after a most uncomfort- 
able night in that wretched **go-as-you-please" 
or "accommodation" train, already several 
hours late on schedule time, I reached Terra 
Nova station. Old Robert Saunders was 
there ready waiting for me, and after a hearty 
handshake introduced me to the man he had 
brought with him for the trip, a fine young 
Newfoundlander named John Wells. 

We lost no time in setting to work to get 
everything ready for our journey, and within 
an hour we had both canoes floating on the 
lake just below the station, with all our baggage 
packed aboard them. Saunders and I took the 
Canadian canoe — a most beautiful little craft, 
very strongly but, at the same time, lightly 
built — whilst Wells paddled the American, 
sitting amidships and using the long double 
paddle, like an Esquimaux in his " kayak." 

It was just six o'clock when we said good- 
bye to the station master and paddled away up 
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the lake. The weather was bright and 
clear, and the air felt fresh and exhilarating, 
as there had been a light frost during the 
night. 

My companions were delighted with the 
canoes, and full of hope and confidence that 
with their help we should be able to reach 
a country where little or no hunting had been 
done, at any rate, of late years — and where, 
if, as my previous year's experiences had 
given me every reason to believe, a certain 
number of caribou were accustomed to live 
the whole year round, I might hope to meet 
with some fine old stags. 

After a couple of hours' paddling we halted 
for breakfast, and whilst that meal was being 
prepared I put a light fishing-rod together that 
I had brought with me, and caught four nice 
trout. These fish must have averaged nearly a 
pound a piece in weight, and two of them were 
fried in bacon on the spot, the other two 
being reserved for dinner. They were most 
delicious. 

The fishing season for sahnon and trout 
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CARIBOU ON MIGRATION. 
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closes in Newfoundland on September 10th, but 
I believe it is considered allowable for a traveller 
to catch a few fish for the pot after the fishing 
season has legally closed. Until I got some 
caribou meat to eat I constantly tried to do so; 
but, curiously enough, I never got another fish 
to look at the bait which at first had appeared 
to be so attractive. 

Instead of following the western shore of 
Terra Nova Lake, as we had done the previous 
year, when we ascended the St. George's River, 
we now made for the mouth of the South-west 
River, which enters the lake at its extreme 
southern end. 

By the time we had finished break&st a 
strong wind had sprung up, against which 
we made headway only with the greatest 
difi&culty, as it blew right in our teeth and 
knocked up a short, choppy sea. We were 
obliged to work along the shore for fear of being 
capsized, and were continually compelled to 
land, unload the canoes, and then turn them 
upside down to get rid of the water they had 
shipped. Early in the afternoon a heavy storm 
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of rain swept over the lake, accompanied by 
thnnder and a gale of wind. This, however, 
did not last long, and as soon as it was over the 
wind commenced to drop rapidly, and "before 
long the sun was again shining brightly in a 
clear sky. 

It was four o'clock when we at last entered 
the mouth of the South-west River, the water in 
which Saunders declared to be lower than he had 
ever seen it before — the natural result of an ex- 
ceptionally dry summer. After paddling up the 
river for an hour or so we came to a section of 
it which perhaps could hardly be called a rapid, 
but through which it was impossible to paddle, 
as for a space of three hundred yards the bed 
of the river was studded with rocks, amongst 
which the water rushed at a great rate. With 
the help of ropes and paddles, Saunders and 
Wells — often wading themselves in water 
above their knees — got the canoes safely 
through all obstructions, and soon afterwards 
we camped. 

When the day broke the following morning 
the mist in the valley of the river was so dense 
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that one could not see ten yards in any direc- 
tion. By six o'clock, however, it had cleared a 
good deal, so we packed onr canoes and got 
under way. We had not paddled more than a 
hundred yards when I saw two large objects 
moving through the mist, not far away on our 
left front. It was impossible to tell what they 
were ; but as soon as I had convinced myseK that 
they were moving I called Saunders's attention 
to them, and he at once said that they must be 
deer* They were travelling westwards and 
following the course of the river, which here 
(as we afterwards f oimd, but could not then see 
on account of the mist) skirted an open tract of 
marshy ground. 

I now landed on the near side of the river 
and made my way as quickly as possible across 
a bend in its course, in the hope of getting 
ahead of the caribou and obtaining a shot at 
one of them as they passed along on the other 
side of the river. I was too late, however, as I 
had not reckoned upon an obstacle in the shape 
of a mass of dSbris^ washed down by the last 
spring floods and composed of dry sticks and 
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poles of all sizes. In spite of my utmost pre- 
cautions I found it impossible to pass this 
barrier without making some noise, and this 
must have alarmed the caribou, as when I 
sighted them again they had already passed the 
spot where I had hoped to get a shot at them 
and were trotting along the water's edge, and 
— as I discovered when the mist cleared off — 
were already two hundred yards away from me. 

I thought they were nearer, for although their 
forms were somewhat ill-defined in the mist, I 
coixld see that the hindmost animal carried 
horns of some size, and was therefore a stag. 
I lost no time in firing at him and heard my 
bullet hit. He ran on a short distance and then 
stood still, evidently facing right away from 
mcj as I could only see the white of his hind- 
quarters. 

My second shot missed its mark, I think, for 
although it hit somewhere, the sound was not 
convincing, and I fancy it struck the bank just 
in front of the stag. At any rate, he turned 
roxmd immediately and came galloping back 
towards me along the water's edge. When 
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nearly opposite he ran knee-deep into the water, 
and as I thought he was going to swim across 
to my side of the river I did not fire at him when 
he halted. For a few moments he stood nearly 
broadside on, within easy shot. Possibly he 
scented me, though there appeared to be no 
breath of wind stirring. At any rate, he 
turned suddenly and made for the bank 
again. 

I had been holding my rifle trained on to him 
for some seconds, and as he turned I still had 
a good sight on him, and should imdoubtedly 
have killed him had I got in my shot at that 
moment. But in some way, since pushing in 
the last cartridge, which must have automa- 
tically cocked my rifle, I had unconsciously 
moved the safety catch. I tried in vain to pull 
the trigger, and by the time I had realised what 
was wrong and had released the safety bolt the 
stag was going^up the steep bank of the river. 

I fired just as he was going over the top and I 
know I hit him, but as he was going almost 
straight away from me my bullet probably 
struck him either in the flank or hindquarters. 
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I now waited for some little time expecting 
the canoes to come up, but as they did not do 
so I ran back along the water's edge to call 
theuL I had not proceeded far when a turn 
in the river gave me a view over the open piece 
of gronnd of which I have spoken before as 
lying between the river and the forest, some 
four hundred yards distant. Here I immediately 
saw the caribou standing. He was evidently 
very badly woimded, as, although some minutes 
had now elapsed since I last fired at him, he 
had only moved a very short distance, and 
when I first saw him he was standing stiU 
with his head down. Then as I watched he 
moved very slowly forward again towards the 
forest* 

At this moment the mist lifted a little, and I 
might have fired at the woimded stag again at 
a distance bf perhaps three hundred yards, but 
I never thought of doing so, as I felt sure he 
was done for and as good as mine. Then the 
mist came down again and hid him completely 
from my view. I now ran back to the canoes, 
and, accompanied by both my men, crossed the 



A DIFFICULT TRAIL. 107 

river as qxiickly as possible, in order to foUow 
up the wounded caribou* 

We soon found a very heavy blood trail, 
which we followed easily for perhaps a mile in 
a very dense forest. Then the blood began to 
show less distinctly on the wet leaves and 
soaking, spongy ground. At length we came to 
where the wounded stag had been lying down. 
He had probably only just got on his feet 
again when we were quite dose to him, for 
the forest was here very thick. On rising, 
the sorely-tried but stubborn animal had 
not gone away at a run, but had just dragged 
itself off at a slow walk. We were, however, 
only able to follow at a still slower pace, as 
there was now but little blood to guide us, 
and we found it almost impossible to detect 
any sign of hoof marks in the wet, spongy 
moss with which the ground was everywhere 
covered. 

I know of no country where the track of a 
wounded animal, if there is no blood on the 
spoor, is so difficult to follow as in 
Newfoimdland. 
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Finally we gave tip aU hope of getting up to 
the stag by tracking it, and spent a couple of 
hours in quartering the dense forest in every 
direction in front and on each side in the hope 
of finding it, but this plan also met with no 
success, and at length we returned to the 
canoes empty-handed. 

I do not think that this caribou stag carried 
a very fine head, though, as well as I could judge 
of it in the mist, it was a very fairly good one ; 
but apart altogether from the value of its head 
as a trophy we wanted the animal badly for the 
sake of its meat, and above aU I felt intense 
chagrin and mortification at the thought that 
I had mortally wounded a fine animal, whose 
death would profit no one. However, this is 
the only mistake of the kind that I have made 
in two expeditions after caribou. 

When we again reached the river the mist 
had entirely cleared off, but the clouds were 
now coming up from the south-west, and we 
had no sooner re-embarked in the canoes than 
it commenced to rain heavily, and never left off 
again tiU after sundown. We therefore went 
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ashore early in the afternoon, and pitched 
camp in a snug spot in the midst of some thick 
spruce trees. Then Saimders and I took a 
roimd in the rain up the river and across 
some large, open stretches of bog, but we did 
not come across any more caribou, though we 
saw some fairly fresh tracks. We were wet 
through when we returned to camp — ^more from 
the water which had poured on to us from 
every tree and bush than from the rain itself. 
However, getting wet in Newfoundland matters 
very little. As long as you are moving it does 
not hurt you, and after returning to camp you 
can soon get everything dried again before a 
glorious log fire. 

On the following day the weather was fine 
and warm, in fact the heat of the sim revivified 
numbers of little black flies, which I imagined 
had given up business for the season, as I had 
seen none previously, though I had heard that 
they were very bad along the rivers of New- 
foimdland in the summer months. I found 
that the bites of these venomous little flies, 
though scarcely noticeable at first, subsequently 
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caused a great deal of irritation which took a 
long time to subside. 

On September 12th Saimders and Wells had 
a very hard day hauling the canoes through 
innumerable rapids, or " rattles," as they called 
them, and our progress was necessarily very 
slow. As I could do little or nothing to help 
my men I went on ahead along the bank of the 
river in the hope of seeing caribou, but did not 
come across any. Just at dusk the canoes 
reached the foot of a very beautiful though 
nameless waterfall, and here we camped for the 
night. 

The first thing to be done the next morning 
was to cut a trail through thick spruce forest, 
round the faUs, and past the rapids above 
them. When this was accomplished we had to 
carry the canoes, as well as all our stores and 
camp equipment, along the path we had cut. 
This we did in three trips, and before midday 
had the two canoes once more afloat and all 
ready loaded for a fresh start. 

From this point another two miles or so of 
hauling through a succession of small, shallow 
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rapids brought us to a fine lake, or ''pond," as 
all lakes are called in Newfoundland. This 
sheet of water, which is two or three miles in 
length and over a mile in breadth, is known as 
Mollygojack, an Indian name, the meaning of 
which I was imable to discover. After the 
slow progress we had made during the last few 
days in getting the canoes up the shallow, rock- 
encombered river it was a great relief to reach 
open water once more. 

Whilst paddling up to the head of the lake 
we saw a caribou a long way off walking slowly 
along the shore. Presently he disappeared 
behind a wooded point near the top end of the 
lake and close, as we afterwards found, to the 
mouth of the river which connects St. John's 
Lake with Mollygojack. We now paddled as 
hard as we could, and I landed in the shelter 
of some wooded islands near the mouth of the 
river, without having again seen the caribou. 

I lost no time in making my way across a 
wooded promontory to a point of rocky groimd 
on the river's edge. After standing there for 
some minutes without seeing anything I was 
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about to return to the canoe, tinder the im- 
pression that the caribou must have turned into 
the forest behind him, when I thought I heard 
a low grunt just opposite me, and ahnost 
directly afterwards the tops of the horns of a 
caribou stag appeared above some bushes on 
the farther side of the river. Soon the animal 
showed itself in full view, and, standing three 
parts facing me, offered an excellent shot at a 
distance of about one hundred and twenty 
yards. 

I fired immediately and, as I subsequently 
found, my buUet passed through the upper part 
of the stag's heart. It did not, however, at once 
make a rush forwards, as animals usually do 
when shot through the heart, but first staggered 
about and I thought was going to fall. It 
recovered itself, however, and dashed into the 
river at full speed imtil it was chest deep, when 
it collapsed and died. 

It proved to be a fine yoimg stag in splendid 
condition, the layer of fat over its loins and 
hindquarters being quite two inches in thick- 
ness. Its horns were small and light, but 
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wonderfully regular, and carried twenty points. 
Had I not wanted meat I should not have shot 
it for its head, but both my companions and 
myself were getting very meat-hungry. Better 
meat than that of a Newf oimdland caribou stag, 
shot when inhighconditionin early autumn, is, in 
my opinion, not to be foimd the world over. 

The following morning broke dull and grey, 
and the clouds hung low over lake and forest. 
Heavy rain soon set in and lasted till late in 
the afternoon. In spite of the unpromising 
weather I went out with Saunders in search of 
deer as soon as I had skinned the head of the 
stag shot the previous evening, but we only 
got wet through for our pains, without encoimter- 
ing any caribou. 

The next day was not only fine and warm, 
but actually sultry. After a substantial break- 
fast just at dawn Saunders and I made an early 
start, and x>assing through the fringe of forest 
which skirts the lake got into a country of 
extensive open marshes, interspersed with rocky 
** barrens," dense spruce woods, and small lakes 
and ponds. The ground seeiaed ideal for 
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caribou, and, as we knew that this part of the 
country had been absolutely undisturbed since 
the previous autumn, we expected every moment 
to meet with some of these animals; but 
although in the course of the day we trudged 
many a mile through bog and forest, and did 
not get back to camp till long after dark, we 
only saw one young stag. I crept close up to 
this animal and found that its horns were small 
and still in the velvet, sol let it alone. 

Just at dusk, as we were passing a small 
sheet of water, a pair of great northern divers 
commenced to call vociferously. These fine 
birds are very common in Newfoundland, 
where they are known as " loons," and their 
wild and somewhat melancholy cry is often 
heard both by day and night. I have always 
loved to listen to the cries of wild creatures, 
especially by night, but I know of no sound in 
nature more in harmony with the wild desola- 
tion of its surroimdings than the mournful cry 
of the loon, as it echoes across the waters of 
some lonely lake in the little-known interior of 
Newfoundland. 



RIVERS AND LAKES. 115 

On the following day we pushed on up the 
river which connects MoUygojack and St. 
John's Lake, reaching the latter sheet of water 
soon after mid-day. The stream which con- 
nects the two lakes pursues a most tortuous 
course through a densely-wooded plain, passing 
on its way through several shallow lagoons, the 
connection between one and the other being 
often somewhat difBcult to find. 

Whilst we were having our mid-day meal 
on the lake shore a young caribou stag came 
out of the forest within two hundred yards of 
us, and without appearing to observe us, though 
we were sitting in full view on some rocks, 
sauntered slowly along the water's edge for a 
short distance and then turned into the forest 
again. 

Before we had finished our lunch it came 
on to rain, and continued to do so, though 
not heavily, until nightfall. In the afternoon 
we paddled all along the southern shore of the 
lake, and by four o'clock reached the mouth of 
a considerable river flowing into it from the 
south-west. Here we camped in the shelter of 
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the thick forest, which ran out to a point in the 
angle formed between the lake shore and the 
southern bank of the river. 

We subsequently found that we had selected 
a spot for our camp which had been a favourite 
resort of Indian hunters, possibly for genera- 
tions, as we found steps cut in the trunk of one 
of three large pine trees, which grew slanting 
towards the lake at an angle of twenty-five or 
thirty degrees. These steps had all the appear- 
ance of great age, and the tree in the stem of 
which they had been cut had evidently been 
used as a look-out post from which to watch 
for deer. We found that it commanded an 
excellent view for a long distance along the 
shores of the lake, and also up the valley of 
the river. 

We also found the wigwam of spruce poles 
covered with birch bark in which the last party 
of Indian hunters had lived, some two or three 
years before the date of our visit. These Indian 
hunters were, I believe, principally engaged in 
trapping beavers, and only occasionally shot 
caribou for the sake of the meat, and Saunders 
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averred that except for them the country 
immediately to the south and west of St. John's 
Lake had never been hunted. Nor had it been 
even visited except by Mr. Howley — a surveyor 
in the employment of the Government of New- 
foundland — ^and a lumbering party in search of 
timber who had spent a winter half-way between 
St. John's Lake and MoUygojack in 1898. 

Certainly all the caribou I saw during the 
next few days were very tame, and showed so 
little fear at the sight of myself and my com- 
panions that we may weU have been the first 
human beings they had ever seen. 

When we were entering the mouth of the river 
and paddling up to the camping place I have just 
described there was a single caribou doe stand- 
ing on the shore, which seemed so interested 
in the unwonted sight of our canoes that it 
would not move until we had landed within 
seventy yards of it. Then, as we advanced 
towards it, it trotted slowly away, but halted 
and turned to stare at us again and again before 
finally entering the forest. A number of 
Canadian geese and black ducks which had 
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been sitting on a mud-bank near the mouth 
of the river were much less confiding, and 
flew off long before we were within rifle-shot 
of them. 

The morning of September 17th ushered in 
a fine bright day, with a strong wind blowing 
from the south-west. After an early breakfast 
Saunders and I started out for a day's ramble 
through what we deemed to be practically our 
own private hunting-ground. Almost imme- 
diately we saw a doe and a fawn coming along 
the lake shore, and I stood and watched them 
until they were within a hundred yards of our 
camp, when they got our wind, and after 
running backwards and forwards and staring 
at us for some time finally trotted off. 

We then followed the course of the river for 
two or three miles, when, coming to a little 
tributary brook, meandering through an open, 
marshy valley, we made our way along it, and 
after a time sighted a small caribou stag, and 
about an hour later a large one. This latter 
came out into the open marsh from a strip 
of forest about two hundred yards ahead of 
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U8y and then, taming, walked straight away 
from us. 

I walked after it as fast as I could in 
the soft, spongy bog, stopping whenever 
it stopped and only moving when it did. 
Presently I was within a hundred yards of it, 
but did not care to fire a shot at its hind- 
quarters, so I kept my distance and waited 
for it to turn. 

After a time it approached a low rocky ridge 
and in climbing on to this changed its direction 
and for a moment presented its broadside to 
me. I took as quick an aim as I could and 
fired. The stag dashed forward and dis- 
appeared over the ridge, but I felt sure I had 
hit it, though I did not hear the buUet teU. In 
a few seconds the animal appeared coming 
towards us again some fifty yards farther along 
the ridge, and staggering down to the marshy 
ground below it, fell dead. 

It proved to be a very large and heavy animal 
and was excessively fat. Judging by the 
appearance of its teeth it must have been very 
old, but its horns, though of good length and 
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fair thickness in the beam, only carried twenty- 
six points. 

My expanding bullet — a Government "Dmn- 
dnm" — ^had struck the stag just behind the 
shoulder and had torn a large hole through 
the upper part of the heart, yet I could not find 
a single drop of blood on the tracks of the 
animal after it had been hit, though I examined 
the ground carefully right up to the spot 
where it lay dead. 

After cleaning this stag and cutting off its 
head we hunted round for another couple of 
hours, through what seemed beautiful country 
for caribou — a land of marsh and swampy 
forest, diversified by outcrops of rock, covered 
with a thin layer of soil on which grew a pro- 
fusion of berries and white moss. Though 
recent tracks were numerous, however, we saw 
no more of the animals that had made them, so 
we returned to the dead stag and carried its 
head home. 

During our absence John WeUs had seen 
two caribou — a doe and a fawn — cross the 
river a little above our camp, and a large 
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flock of Canadian geese, disturbed by onr 
approach flew up from the same mud-bank on 
which we had seen them sitting the previous day. 
I may here say that from the farther bank of the 
river opposite our camp there stretched, be- 
tween the forest and the lake, a wide expanse 
of mud and sand, which appeared to be a 
favourite resort of ducks and geese, and, as it 
afterwards appeared, of caribou as welL 

I had just had something to eat and was 
commencing to skin the head of the stag shot 
in the morning when Saunders announced that 
there was a deer on the lake shore beyond the 
river, about a mile away from camp. 

On looking through my glasses I saw at 
once that it was a big stag, and as I could see, 
too, that its antlers just above its head were 
very much palmated, I judged it to be an 
animal worth shooting. I therefore got 
Saunders to paddle me across the river at 
once, and we then skirted the open ground 
in the shelter of the forest. When at length I 
got opx>08ite to the stag I found that it had 
lain down right out on the bare ground. 
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For twenty yards or so beyond the edge of 
the forest there grew a fringe of rough grass, 
but when I had crept to the verge of this there 
was absolutely not a vestige of cover on the 
level expanse of mud between myself ^fnd the 
recumbent stag, which I judged to be some- 
what more than two hundred yards away 
from me. 

It was lying broadside on to me, but with the 
head turned away, and I lay still and watched 
it for some time. Several times it lay flat down 
on its side, but never remained long in this 
position. I believe that I could have crawled 
quite close up to it over the mud, but I thought 
I could hit it from where I was, and I began to 
be afraid that the wind might shift and give it 
warning of my approach. So, taking what I 
thought was a steady aim, I fired. At the shot 
the stag rolled on its back, but, recovering 
itself, got on its legs and came nmning towards 
me. 

I let it come on to within a himdred and 
twenty yards and then put another buUet into 
its chest, and this must have pierced its heart. 
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for it made a short rusli forwards and fell over 
dead. On going up to it I found that my first 
bullet had entered the body too low behind the 
shoulder. 

This stag carried a truly magnificent head of 
forty points. The number of points, though 
high, was, however, not its strongest claim to 
excellence, as the horns were palmated from 
base to tops, and the secondary "shovels" 
above the brow antlers were extraordinarily 
broad and strong, as were all the points on the 
upper portion of the horns. Had both the 
lower " shovels " — ^the palmated brow antlers, 
which are sometimes interlocked above the 
face of a caribou stag — ^been of equal size, it 
would indeed have been a head of extraordinary 
strength and beauty. One of the brow antlers, 
however, though palmated, was inferior to the 
other in size. 

Still, taken altogether, it was a wonderful head, 
and it was an extraordinary piece of luck that 
I, who had only seen such a limited number of 
caribou stags, should have happened to come 
across such a splendid old veteran. 
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Saunders was very pleased with this head, 
and said that, although in the course of his long 
experience he had seen a few stags with some- 
what longer horns or more points, he had never 
yet seen a handsomer all-round specimen. I at 
once sent him back to camp to fetch my camera 
and call John Wells to help cut up the stag. 
Whilst he was away another stag with a small 
head came out of the forest and walked along 
the water's edge till it was just opposite to me. 
It then lay down on the mud within two hundred 
yards of where I was sitting on the body of the 
dead giant. 

Presently Saunders and Wells came paddling 
towards this young stag in the Canadian canoe, 
and it was most amusing to watch the play of 
its varying emotions as it gazed at the unwonted 
sight. Fear and curiosity both possessed its 
soul, and as the canoe advanced it kept alter- 
nately advancing towards it and then trotting 
away along the shore. It let my men land 
within a hundred yards of it, and all the time 
we were photographing, and afterwards skinning 
and dismembering the old stag, it remained 
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on the open mud-flat, gazing curiously at us 
from a distance of less than three hundred 
yards. 

Towards nightfall the strong wind, which 
had been blowing hard all day long from 
the south-west, died away, and rain came on 
which lasted till nearly noon the next day, when 
the clouds cleared oft and the weather became 
beautiful. 

As I had two caribou heads to skin and 
prepare I remained in camp whilst Saunders 
and Wells went for the meat of the first of the 
two stags shot on the previous day. Whilst 
they were away I interrupted my work at 
short intervals, and reconnoitred the mud-flat 
across the river. 

Early in the day a doe caribou made her 
appearance and presently lay down on the open 
ground, and later on a fine stag, after wander- 
ing about for some time but never approaching 
the doe, finally took up its position for the 
day within four himdred yards of our camp, 
but quite three hundred from the nearest cover 
on the bank of the river. I could see with my 
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glasses that this stag carried a fairly good head 
and was quite worth shooting, though a much 
inferior animal to the monster of the day 
before. 

I now watched for the return of my men, 
who had gone up the river in the canoes, and 
as soon as they came back I crossed to the 
other side, and was soon on the edge of the 
nearest cover to the sleeping stag. I was, how- 
ever, still quite three hundred yards away from 
it, and, not caring to risk a shot at that dis- 
tance, resolved to crawl towards it over the 
open mud. This I did without difficulty as 
the sleeping animal never once looked up, 
though its head faced towards me, but con- 
tinued to dream the happy hours away till its 
slumbers were rudely disturbed by my first shot. 
This struck it too low, as, lying flat on the 
ground as I was, I had underestimated the dis- 
tance. As the wounded animal struggled to 
its feet I sat up and killed it with a second 
bullet. It proved to be a fine old stag, very 
fat, like all the others I had shot, and carried a 
-very pretty and regular head* 
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[ had now shot four out of the five caribou 
stags that I was entitled to Mll^ and I was not 
long in getting the fifth. September 19th was 
a soaking wet day, rain falling steadily all the 
time. Saamders and I went for a long tramp, 
but saw nothing except a single doe caribou, 
and I fancy that in wet weather, during the 
summer and early autumn, these animals do 
not usually travel in the open marshes, but lie 
up in the shelter of the thick spruce woods, 
where it is very difficult to find them. In the 
afternoon the rain came on more heavily than 
ever, and fell in drenching showers without 
intermission until after midnight, when a 
strong wind, almost a gale, came on from the 
north-west and quickly blew off all the rain- 
clouds. 

On the following morning the weather was 
bright and cold, with the north-west wind stiU 
blowing strong. Saunders and I again went 
up the river and into the country to the south- 
west of our camp, and when within a few 
hundred yards of the spot where I had shot 
the first stag on the 17th I suddenly saw a doe 
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and a fawn jump out of a patch of forest into 
the open marsh about one himdred and fifty 
yards to our left and a little behind us. As 
my companion and I were also in the open 
groimd and were moving, they, of course, at once 
saw us and stood looking towards us. 

Whilst watching them I saw another doe or 
very young stag in the bush behind, and imme- 
diately afterwards a great stag with white neck 
and broadly palmated antlers loomed big 
amongst the dark shadows of the spruce trees. 
The doe and fawn which had first come out 
into the open now commenced to trot slowly 
forwards, but soon stopped, and again stood 
looking at the strange objects which had 
alarmed them, while the big stag with its 
smaller companion came trotting slowly in 
their tracks. 

The old stag looked really grand, and I lost 
no time in firing at him as he was moving across 
the open marshy ground about one himdred and 
fifty yards away from me. My cartridge, how- 
ever, himg fire for some time after the cap 
exploded, and when the shot finally went off 



> 



1 ' '- Ui. ./ Yi. }:^ -: 




a 



(0 

z 

X 

o 



I- 

(0 

z 
o 

I- 
z 

X 

U 

X 

I- 

UJ o 

t§ 

< Q. 



THIRTY-FIVE GOOD POINTS. 129 

my sight was ofiE the stag. The report of the 
rifle, however, did not appear to distiirb it, for 
it never looked round or altered its pace, but 
just kept trotting slowly forwards. 

I lost no time in throwing out the cartridge 
which had played me false, and, slipping in a 
fresh one, fired again. This time my bullet 
sped true, and my second best caribou soon 
lay dead on the marsh. It proved to be a 
magnificent animal, with a very handsome set 
of horns, carrying thirtyrfive good points and 
two doubtful ones, with v§ry large double inter- 
locked brow antlers and first-rate tops, the 
whole forming a head of great beauty and 
perfect symmetrjl^, 

It will be noticed that with the exception of 
the four deer which I had last seen, and which 
Saunders pronounced to b^ a stag and a doe 
with two fawns of this and last year, all the 
caribou I had observed (with the exception of 
the does, some of which were accompanied by 
a fawn) were solitary, and I take it that these 
animab, in the southern part of the island, at 
any rate, are accustomed to live alone during 
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the summer and early autumn. The last stag 
I shot, on September 20th, was the only one I 
saw with a doe. 

In the spring, when the snow begins to 
melt, the great northward migration takes 
place, and it is generally supposed, I believe, 
that aU the caribou in Newfoundland cross 
the railway line and spend the summer on 
the cool, wind-swept barrens in the northern 
parts of the island. This I feel sure is a 
mistake, and I am quite certain that a good 
many of these animals pass the summer in 
the country in which I was hunting in 
September, 1901. 

The evidence in support of this is overwhelm- 
ing. I found summer tracks in the sandy or 
muddy groxmid aU along the course of the river 
I followed, and also round the shores of the 
lakes. Besides this I came across numerous 
small spruce and juniper trees which had been 
battered all to pieces by stags when rubbing 
the velvet from their horns. The branches of 
some of these trees had been freshly broken at 
the end of the summer that was just over, but 
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the damage done to others had been inflicted in 
previous seasons. 

It is very evident that caribou stags which 
clean their horns in the country round St. John's 
Lake must have passed the summer in the 
neighbourhood. Moreover, both Stroud and 
Saimders, who have spent aU their lives in 
Newfoundland, hunting, trapping, fishing, and 
catching yoimg wild geese, both i)ositively 
assert that a large nimiber of caribou remain 
in the south of the island all the year round, 
never crossing the railway line, though they 
move backwards and forwards through the 
vast untrodden solitudes to the south of that 
point. 

My advice to sportsmen in search of good 
heads is to try and get into the interior of the 
country to the south of the railway line, and 
himt round after caribou, rather than to camp 
on the railway line and watch day after day 
one or more of the migration paths along which 
these animals move southwards in the autumn ; 
for most of the stags with fine heads which 
used to migrate annually to the northern parts 
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of the island have probably been picked out 
whilst returning south during the last few 
years. 

There are probably a good many caribou 
living in the central portions of the southern 
part of the island which are never shot at at aU 
unless they approach the fishing settlements on 
the south coast in the winter. It is so very 
much more satisfactory to get into a country 
where no one else is himting than to make one 
amongst a small army of sportsmen congregated 
in a restricted area. 

Personally, I have found caribou in Newfound- 
land very easy animals to approach and kiU ; 
in fact, I look upon them as the very easiest to 
stalk of all the wild animals I have yet 
encountered. The wind must, of course, be 
studied ; but, this being right, there is little 
difficulty in approaching to within easy range of 
them. Any small-bore rifle carrying a bullet 
which expands on impact but does not break 
up — a "SOS bore, taking the Government " Dum- 
dum " bullet, for example — will be found to be 
l^n excellent weapon for caribou. 
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With the death of the stag which I killed on 
September 20th my hunting came to an end, 
for he made the fifth and last caribou stag that I 
was entitled to kill by the terms of my license. 
Besides the five stags I was certainly legally 
entitled to shoot two does, but, of course, as I 
did not want their meat, I had no wish to 
avail myself of this privilege. 

The greater part of the meat of the five 
stags was, I am sorry to say, unavoidably 
wasted. We always carried the best of it 
to camp, and himg it up in the hope that 
Indians might visit us, but they never did. 
All we could do, therefore, was to eat as much 
of it as we could ourselves. 

We brought away with us the hides, all the 
fat, and as much meat as the canoes would 
carry when all our other belongings were on 
board. Two of the hides we sewed together 
and lashed under the Acme folding canoe, in 
order to preserve the canvas from damage by 
friction against the rocks whilst descending 
the numerous rapids in the Terra Nova 
River. 
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Of my retoim journey there is nothing of 
interest to recount. The weather was fine, and 
we found the water in the lakes and rivers we 
had to descend at least a foot higher than it 
had been in the early days of September, after 
the long summer drought. I finally reached 
St. John's on September 24th, and returned 
home in the good ship " Carthaginian," which 
started for Glasgow two days later. 

I most thoroughly enjoyed this, my second 
little trip to Newfoimdland. I got off the 
beaten track, found plenty of caribou, and of 
the five stags I shot, two carried very fine heads 
and two others very fair ones, the fifth being a 
small one. 

The wild, primeval desolation of the country 
and the vast, voiceless solitudes — ^where the 
silence is never broken save by the cry of 
some wild creature — have an inexpressible 
charm of their own. You feel that you stand 
on a portion of the earth's surface which has 
known no change for countless centuries, a 
land which may remain in its natural condition 
for centuries yet to come. The one danger 
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lies in its spruce forests. The trees comx)osing 
these are small, and of little use for timber ; 
but they may be foimd valuable for pulp and 
papermaking. If not, there is nothing else, 
I hope and believe, in the bogs and ponds and 
"barrens" of Newfoundland, to tempt the 
cupidity of civilised man. 

I cannot close this chapter without saying a 
word for the two men who accompanied me on 
this trip. Their names are Robert Saimders 
and John Wells, and the permanent address of 
both is Alexander Bay, Bona Vista Bay, New- 
foundland. Better tempered, more cheerful, 
hardworking, and willing men I have never 
met, and I can most confidently recommend 
their services to anyone who wishes to travel in 
Newfoundland. 



HUNTING ON THE NORTH FORK OF THE 
MACMILLAN RIVER, YUKON TERRITORY. 



CHAPTER IV. 

HUNTING ON THE NOETH FOEK 

OF THE MACMILLAN EIVEE, 

YUKON TEEEITOEY. 



'Tis but a few short years ago that the word 
" Klondyke" conjured up visions of an ice-bound 
region near the Arctic circle, rich in gold 
indeed, but girt about with such diflGlculties and 
dangers that none could hope to reach it, except 
at the imminent risk of perishing either amidst 
the desolate snowfields of bleak storm-swept 
mountain ranges, or in the swift-flowing waters 
of the mighty Yukon. 

No doubt the popular imagination somewhat 
exaggerated the dangers and difficulties of the 
journey to the Klondyke in the early days of 
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the discovery of gold in that region, but that a 
considerable number of the many thousands of 
people who flocked from all parts of the world 
to the new goldfield in the first mad rush for 
wealth suffered terribly from every kind of 
hardship and privation, is a fact which cannot 
be disputed. 

Many a poor gold-seeker fell by the way 
before ever the Chilcot pass was crossed. The 
surging waters of the Whitehorse and Five 
Finger rapids claimed many another victim from 
amongst the crowds of adventurers, who, lured 
on by the hope of riches to be easily and quickly 
won from the golden gravel of Bonanza creek, 
were wont to navigate the treacherous waters 
of the upper Yukon in boats and rafts of aU 
sorts of shapes and sizes, many of which were 
entirely imfitted for such an enterprise. 

The romance of the Klondyke was, however, 
but short-lived, and to-day the diflBculties, the 
dangers and the privations often encountered 
in getting there^ and the strange hmnours of 
the social life in the newly-formed township of 
Dawson, are alike things of the past. 
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To-day Dawson City is an attractive little 
frontier town with a population of abont three 
thousand five hundred souls, situated on the 
eastern bank of the Yukon just where the 
waters of the world-renowned Klondyke River 
join the greater stream. It boasts a Carnegie 
library, an up-to-date school, quite an imposing 
government house, extensive police barracks, 
and several hotels where good accommodation 
can be obtained at very moderate rates. 

Dawson City is, I believe, something like 
seven thousand five hundred miles from London, 
but it can now be reached in ease and comfort 
by rail and steamboat in about three weeks, 
allowing fourteen days for the journey from 
England to Vancouver, four days from Van- 
couver to Skagway, and three or four days 
from the latter place to Dawson City. 

The voyage up the Pacific coast, should the 
weather be fine, is a perfect dream of beauty 
the whole way. The channels through which 
the comfortable passenger steamers, both of the 
Canadian and American lines, wind their way 
between the mainland and the multitude of 
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islands which protect it from the storms of the 
Pacific Ocean, are so narrow that one almost 
always seems to be steaming up a narrow river 
rather than to be navigating salt water. 

AU the islands and the entire length of the 
<5oastline of the mainland are covered with 
moimtains whose lower slopes are thickly 
wooded to the water's edge. But behind these 
soft, rounded verdure-clad hiUs rise great bare 
rocky peaks, amongst whose lofty crests blue- 
^een glaciers and pure white fields of virgin 
snow defy eternally the fiercest rays of the 
•smnmer's sun. I have heard much of the 
beauty and grandeur of the coast scenery of 
Norway, and its glories may equal those of the 
Pacific coast but can hardly surpass them. 

After Skagway has been reached the wonder- 
ful scenery of the White Pass has stiU to be 
•seen. The journey through the grand wild 
mountain-crowned gorges of this fine pass, once 
so arduous, is now made in a comfortable 
railway carriage, and from the terminus of the 
railway at the town of Whitehorse, which is 
picturesquely situated at the foot of the 
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dangerous Wliitehorse rapids, a comfortable 
steamer takes one down the swift-flowing Yukon 
to Dawson City. The beauties of the Pacific 
coast scenery, the cahnness of the narrow 
waters of the inside passage, and the grandeur 
of the White Pass, are now attracting many 
tourists to Dawson during the summer months 
from the American cities of Seattle, Portland 
and San Francisco. I would strongly advise 
every Briton who visits Vancouver to make this 
most interesting and instructive journey, if he 
can possibly spare the time to do so. 

In my own case it was neither the hope of 
finding gold nor the pure love of beautiful 
scenery that drew me to the Yukon country in 
the simmier of 1904, but a letter from a 
Canadian friend inviting me to join his party 
on a hunting trip to the upper waters of the 
Stewart River, where moose and bears were 
reported to be very plentiful, and where 
caribou and saddle-backed sheep (Ovis fanningi) 
werealso known to exist in considerablenumbers 
in all the mountain ranges. I was asked to try 
and arrive at Dawson before August 15th in 
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order that we might be able to start for the 
Stewart River by that date and reach our himtiiig 
groijnd by September Ist, when it wae thought 
that the moose and caribou would have their 
antlers clear of velvet. 

Leaving England on July 14th, I reached 
Dawson City on August 8th, and might have 
got there four days earlier had I not had to 
wait two days in Vancoi^ver for the next boat 
to Skagway, and again for the same time at 
Whitehorse. 

On my arrivql in Dawson I was warmly 
welcomed and most hospitably entertained by 
my old friend Mr. J. B. TyrreU, so well known 
for the splendid work he has done in conjunction 
with his brother, in exploring the inhospitable 
wastes of Arctic Canada. I am not given to 
paying undeserved compliments, but I can 
truly say that I know of no more fascinating 
book of travel than " Across the Sub-Arctics of 
Cang|,da." It is the record, in most simple and 
modest language, of a very arduous journey of 
over three thousand miles in canoes and on 
snow-slfoes, undertaken by the brothers Tyrrell 
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in the year 1893, in the course of which the 
most terrible hardships were cheerfully en- 
countered and overcome. 

On discussing the prospects of our hunt I 
found that it had been decided to try and reach 
the country near the headwaters of the Mac- 
miUan River, rather than follow the course of 
the Stewart, as the latter river had been a good 
deal travelled over during the last two years by 
prospectors, traders aud trappers, whilst the 
former district was said never to have been 
hunted at all. 

A small flat-bottomed stem-wheeled river 

steamer had been chartered to take our party 

as far as possible up the Macmillan, but as 

neither the boat nor any of the party except 

myself could be ready to leave Dawson before 

the 18th or 20th of August, I found that I 

had ten days of weary waiting to look forward 

to. I spent one day pleasantly enough in a 

visit to the famous Bonanza creek, a tributary 

of the Klondyke River, where the rich deposits 

of gold which caused the great rush of 1897 

were first discovered. I gathered that most of 

10 
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the richer claims have now been worked out, 
but that a great deal of poorer ground stiU. 
remains to be exploited by means of 
hydraulicing and dredging, with a fair 
chance of making good profits after the initial 
cost of erecting the necessary plant has been 
paid for. 

As I had heard that sheep and caribou were 
to be found in some mountain ranges not very 
far to the north of Dawson, and as I did not see 
how I was going to get through ten days of 
inactivity in that town before starting for the 
Macmillan River, I asked Tyrrell if it would 
not be possible to get to these mountains, have 
a day or two hunting there, and be back again 
in Dawson by August 18th, the earliest date on 
which he thought our party would be likely to 
be ready. 

My friend told me that there was a trail to a 
prospector's cabin on a spur of the Ogilvie 
Mountains, about forty-five miles away, and that 
he had heard that sheep and caribou had been 
seen there a year or two ago. He feared, how- 
ever, that the meat-hunters who shoot game for 
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the Dawson market and bring the carcases in 
on dog sleighs during the winter, had driven 
all game far back in this direction, and held 
out no hopes of success, my time being so very 
limited. 

However, any kind of movement, with even 
the remotest chance of seeing game, was 
better than the prospect of days of idleness, in 
a small mining town, so I hired a pack horse 
and an Indian half-breed, a most excellent 
fellow, named Inkster, and having bought a 
few provisions and a sheet of cotton canvas 
weighing twelve poimds, to protect us from 
rain, started for the Ogilvie Mountains on the 
morning of August 10th. 

Of this little trip it is not necessary to say 
very much. Three days' walking on a trail 
which was at first fairly good, but towards the 
end of the second day degenerated into a 
caribou path leading through very swampy 
ground, and which we finally lost altogether, 
brought us to a good-sized stream much 
swollen by the recent rains. This was Rock 
Creek, I believe, and it flowed through fine 
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mountain ranges on whose summits were a few 
small patches of last winter's snow. The 
weather was warm but very rainy, and the 
mosquitoes were troublesome at nights. 

The whole country between the mountains 
and the Yukon was covered with scrubby 
spruce forest, and seemed almost entirely 
lifeless, as I never saw the track of any kind 
of animal, and scarcely a bird was to be seen 
in a whole day's march. However, we often 
saw shed moose horns lying near the trail, 
bleached white, and some of them were 
slightly gnawed, probably by field mice. 
Inkster told me that this was a good country 
for moose when the Klondyke goldfield was 
first discovered, but that the meat-hunters had 
driven them all far away. 

On August 14th we had a long climb up the 
mountains, and must have ascended quite four 
thousand feet above our camp. The whole 
country was furrowed with deeply-worn caribou 
trails, showing that these animals must once have 
been in the habit of migrating over the slopes 
of these mountains in very large herds. Soon 
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CARIBOU KILLED IN THE 
OQILVIE MOUNTAINS. 
Photograph by W. OSGOOD. 
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A CARIBOU STAG, 149 

after starting, too, we found a fine pair of shed 
caribou horns, and further on two skulls with 
horns attached — ^the remains of animals that 
must have been killed by wolves or human 
beings. 

A little later I spied a young caribou stag. 
He looked very dark in colour aU over, and 
showed no trace of white on the neck. I went 
near enough to him to make sure that his horns 
were not worth having, and then passed him to 
look for something better. 

After having climbed to the summit of a high 
and very rocky peak where I was surprised to 
find qtiite recent caribou tracks, as I had no 
idea that these animals ever frequented such 
rough and broken ground, we descended to the 
head of a valley in which a small stream took 
its rise. This eventually proved to be the head 
waters of the creek at the mouth of which our 
camp was situated just at its junction with 
"Rock Creek." 

We had just reached a spot where there was 
a smaU growth of very stunted willow scrub, 
when a caribou stag jumped up in front of us, 
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and ran down to the creek below. I let him 
cross this, and he soon came to a halt on the 
other side, and turned broadside to look at ns, 
presenting a very easy shot. My bnllet pierced 
his lungs, and after running fifty or sixty yards 
he feU over dead. 

This caribou was in his summer coat and 
quite different in appearance to the caribou I 
have shot in Newfoundland. He was of a very 
dark brown colour aU over, the hair of the 
neck being as short and dark as that of the 
rest of the body. His horns which had looked 
large as he ran were rather of the barren 
groimd than the woodland type, showing good 
pabnation at the tops. They were, however, 
unfortunately still in the velvet. Had they 
been fuUy grown and clean they would have 
made a fine trophy. As it was I brought them 
home and gave them and the headskin to the 
Natural History Museum. 

We carried the head and some of the best of 
the meat back to camp, and on the following 
day returned with the horse and packed in the 
two haunches and the shoulders to take back to 
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Dawson with ns, as our horse had otherwise a 
very light load. 

On the same afternoon we started on our 
return journey to Dawson and did not camp 
till eleven o'clock at night when it was stiU not 
quite dark. On the following day we pushed 
on to within less than twenty miles of our 
destination, which we reached on the afternoon 
of August 17th. 

On this little excursion I managed just to 
reach the threshold of what looked a very 
likely country for sheep and mountain caribou, 
as another day's journey would have taken me 
right in amongst some very fine wild-looking 
mountains. 

As it turned out, I might have prolonged 
my trip for another three days as I had 
still to wait that time in Dawson before the 
final start for the MacmiUan River could 
be made. At the last moment my friend, 
Mr. J. B. TyrreU, as weU as Mr. Congdon, 
the then governor of the Yukon territory, were 
prevented from joining the expedition. Never- 
theless our party at starting was a pretty large 
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one, as it nxunbered in addition to Mr. Cam0ron 
(the manager of the Canadian Bank of Commerce 
in Dawson), Mr. Patterson, Judge Dngas and 
myself, as weU as three American gentlemen 
who had been hunting and collecting specimens 
of natural history at the head of Coal Creek in 
the Ogilvie Mountains, and who, now wishing 
to visit a new district, had agreed to share the 
expenses of chartering the steamer to the head 
of the navigable portion of the Macmillan. 
Thesethree Americangentlemen wereMr. Charles 
Sheldon, a first-rate sportsman and naturalist, 
Mr. Wilfred Osgood, of the American biological 
survey, a pupil of Dr. Merriam's, and one of the 
most competent and energetic of American 
field naturalists — who are second to none in 
the world — and Mr. Carl Rungius, a Glerman by 
birth, but a naturalised American, who is 
making a name for himself as a painter of 
American big game, the habits of which he has 
been carefully studying for some years past 
in their native haimts. In addition to these 
seven principals there were our hired men. 
The Canadians had two French Canadians 
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and a Nova Scotian, the Americans two men, 
who, though they had been bom in the States, 
had spent most of their lives in Canadian 
territory, and I, an Indian half-breed named 
Lonis Cardinal We also had six twenty-foot 
canoes between ns, our intention being to 
break np and himt in small parties after we 
had left the steamer. 

At last on the afternoon of Sunday, August 
21st, we left Dawson on board the flat-bottomed 
stemrwheeler the '* Emma Nott," and steamed 
very slowly up stream against the strong 
current of the Yukon. 

On the afternoon of the following Wednesday 
we reached Selkirk, which is prettily situated 
on the western bank of the Yukon, just opposite 
to the mouth of the PeUy River. Selkirk at 
present consists of a small Indian village with 
a church and mission station attached, a few 
trading stores, a telegraph office and a North- 
west Mounted Police Post. 

Fort Selkirk was established as a trading 
station by the Hudson's Bay Company as long 
ago as in 1850, but was subsequently burnt 
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and destroyed by the Indians of the interior, 
who up to that time had been in the habit of 
trading themselves with the coast tribes, and 
looked upon the white men, not without reason, 
as interlopers. To their credit these savages 
made no attempt to murder the white people 
in the fort but allowed them to return to the 
coast. 

The Indians we saw in the village near 
the mission station were all living in weU 
built log cabins, and were all wearing European 
dress. With one exception the men were 
all very short, though strongly built, and in 
feature most of them were very Mongolian in 
appearance. Some of the women, dressed in 
print dresses, with bright coloured shawls over 
their shoulders and their heads swathed in 
cotton handkerchiefs, reminded me strongly of 
South African Hottentots. 

After taking a load of wood on board for fuel 
at Selkirk we steamed into the mouth of the 
PeUy River the same evening, but soon getting 
into shallow water bumped on some stones, and 
knocking a hole in the bottom of the boat, had 
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to put into shore to repair the damage. We 
were ready to start again, however, by daylight 
the next morning. 

Onr next difficulty was the passage of the 
canyon of the lower Pelly, where the river 
rushes through a narrow gorge between low 
hiUs at a rate of speed against which the 
" Emma Nott " could make no headway. With 
the help of a strong wire cable which was 
attached to trees on the bank on ahead, and 
then gradually wound in on board by the 
donkey engine, we at last made good the 
passage, and entered the mouth of the Mac* 
millan River on the evening of the same day, 
August 26th. 

Up to this time we had seen no moose or 
bears along the river's banks, but this was not 
to be wondered at as the noise made by the 
steamer would have given any animal in our 
vicinity due notice of our approach. However, 
I did not notice any fresh tracks of large 
animals on the muddy banks, and even old 
tracks were few and far between. 

Nor was bird life at aU plentiful. Wherever 
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we passed high mud banks along the Yukon, 
PeUy or Macmillan Rivers they were riddled 
with the nesting holes of large colonies of sand- 
martins which Mr. Osgood told me were identical 
with our familiar English bird. I have found 
these dainty little creatures nesting in many 
parts of Europe and also in the banks of the 
Meander River in Asia Minor, but I never 
expected to come across them near the Arctic 
circle in the wild Yukon country. We, how- 
ever, saw none of the birds themselves. They 
had all reared their families and gone away 
southwards before the 20th August. We also 
passed some rocks near the canyon of the 
PeUy, where a number of gulls had nested, but 
these too had all reared their young and gone 
off with them to the sea, before the date of our 
visit. These gulls, Mr. Osgood thought, were 
the American herring gull {Larue argentatus 
smithsonianus) which, unlike the European 
form, seems to go far inland to breed. 

The most interesting birds we had actually 
seen up to this date were a pair of ospreys, a 
pair of peregrine falcons, several rough-legged 
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BIRD-UFE ON THE PELLY RIVER. 157 

buzzards and ravens, and a few mergansers and 
mallards. Small sandpipers — the spotted sand- 
piper (Actitia rruictdaria) — ^were very common, 
running and flying along the water*s edge just 
ahead of the steamer, and I also saw one hand- 
some kingfisher (Ceryle alcyon\ but, speaking 
generally, the scarcity of bird life was very 
marked. 

After leaving the Pelly River we steamed 
slowly up the Macmillan for five days. We 
f oimd the stream as a rule fairly rapid and the 
course of the river excessively tortuous, but 
our greatest difficulty was the shallowness of 
the water, which caused us a great deal of 
vexatious delay, as we were continually sticking 
fast, and often had a great deal of difficulty in 
finding a channel deep enough to float the 
steamer. 

On August 31st we resolved to leave the 
" Emma Nott," and proceed in our canoes. 
Since leaving Dawson we had been favoured 
with beautifully fine weather, but as soon as we 
left the steamer heavy rain set in, and we were 
obliged to camp. As the weather showed no 
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sign of clearing by three o'clock and it became 
evident that we would have to remain where 
we were for the rest of the day, I took my rifle 
and did a four hours' tramp in the rain, climbing 
to the top of some wooded ridges near the 
southern bank of the river. 

When we left the steamer we knew that we 
must be very near Slate Creek, a considerable 
stream running into the Macmillan from the 
RusseU Mountains, where some mining opera- 
tions are being carried on. As soon as I had 
reached a point a few hundred feet above the 
valley of the river, I could see this creek only 
two or three miles above our camp, and also the 
point, a few miles further ahead, where the two 
main feeders of the Macmillan, known as the 
North and South Forks, join together to form one 
stream. 

In the intervals between the showers I got 
glimpses of what seemed an ideal moose 
country, the dark spruce forests being inter- 
spersed with open stretches of willow swamp 
and grassy glades, in which there were many 
small lakes. Every moment I thought I should 
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Bee a moose or a bear, but America is not Africa, 
and I subsequently f oimd it quite possible to 
walk for days together in some of the wildest 
and least-known country in the Yukon territory 
without seeing a living animal. I reached camp 
just at night&ll, wet to the skin, but feeling all 
the better for my walk. 

On the following day, September 1st, the rain 
had ceased, but the weather still looked rather 
threatening. We soon made a start in our 
canoes against a very strong stream, and 
made fair progress by towing with a long 
line, and poling. The stream was altogether 
too strong to make headway against it with 
the paddles. 

We reached Slate Creek in about a couple 
of hours, and shortly afterwards &und all the 
mining party under Mr. Armstrong, a fine 
yoimg Englishman, camped on the bank of 
the Macmillan, and busy building a scow, or 
large flat-bottomed boat, to take them down to 
Dawson* After a chat with Mr, Armstrong, 
we all pushed on again, with the exception of 
Messrs, Osgood and Rungius, who had deter- 
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mined to make their headquarters at the mining 
camp, twelve miles up Slate Creek, and hunt 
from there in the Russell Moimtains, a magni- 
ficent range, whose rugged peaks, new-clad 
with recent snow, were now glittering in the 
Sim above us. Mr. Armstrong reported that 
moose, caribou, sheep and bears, were all to be 
found in these moimtains. 

Early in the afternoon we reached the forks of 
the Macmillan, and Mr. Sheldon and I, with our 
two men, Coghlan and Louis, and two canoes, 
pushed on at once up the North Fork, leaving 
our companions, Messrs. Cameron, Patterson and 
Judge Dugas, to proceed up the other branch to 
a range of mountains about thirty miles distant, 
known as the South Fork Mountains, where 
game had been reported to be plentiful by a 
Mr. Riddell, the only trapper who had ever 
been there. 

For all of us to have hunted in one 
district would, I think, have been highly 
inadvisable, and Mr. Sheldon being of the same 
opinion, he and I had determined to try the 
North Fork together, though we had been able 
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NORTH FORK OF THE MACMEIAN 161 

to learn notliing about it, except that it was 
very much swifter than the South Fork, and that 
we would have hard work taking our canoes 
any distance up it. We found it so from the 
very start, and only did about a couple of miles 
that afternoon before camping at about six 
o'clock. Whilst camp was being pitched I took 
a stroU up the river with my rifle and saw a 
good deal of recent signs, both of moose and 
bears, but did not come on one of the animals 
themselves. 

Twelve days had now passed since we had 
left Dawson City, and as yet we had seen no big 
game of any kind, and personally I was sick of 
bacon and hungering for fresh meat. 

One evening my half-breed Indian servant 

had borrowed a rifle from someone and gone off 

up the river by himself, whilst we were chopping 

wood and bringing it aboard for fuel. Louis 

passed the night by himself, and came on 

board the following morning with a fine beaver 

which he had shot. These most intelligent 

and interesting animals were very numerous all 

along the course of the MacmiUan River. As 

11 
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yet they had only been trapped or in any way 
interfered with in one or two places, as the very 
few trappers who had penetrated into this 
region had devoted ahnost aU their time and 
energy to catching martens, which are the most 
valuable fur-bearing animals in the Yukon 
country with the exception, of course, of the 
very rare silver fox. 

The work done by the beavers was most 
astonishing. All along both banks of the river, 
wherever there were groves of poplar trees, 
they had cut down large numbers of them. 
When these trees were small — saplings of only 
an inch or two in diameter — they appeared to 
have been cut through with only a couple of 
bites of the beaver's sharp chisel-like teeth. 
In the case of larger trees — and we saw many 
that had been feUed which were nearly if not 
quite a foot in diameter — ^it would be very 
interesting to ascertain whether more than one 
beaver works at one tree, and what amount of 
work one of these animals can do in a night, 
for they only work during the hours of dark- 
ness. 
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Along the Macmillan the beavers live for 
the most part in houses built against the banks. 
These are large domed structures, solidly built 
of sticks of all sizes up to the thickness of one's 
wrist, firmly held together with mud. They 
can only be entered by diving into the river 
and coming up beneath them. AH through 
September and October until the river freezes 
up, the beavers work very hard, cutting down 
trees and storing up food for the winter. When 
they have felled a big tree, thay lop off all the 
top branches and drag them down the bank 
into the water, and then take them to their 
houses. 

When we came down the river again early 
in October we found immense quantities 
of poplar boughs all packed tightly together 
under the water^ and extending in some cases 
for twenty yards below the beaver houses. 
Considering that the current in the Macmillan 
River is very rapid, it is a mystery to me how 
these boughs were kept in position. 

When the river is frozen solid, the beavers 
live comfortably in the grass-lined chamber in 
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the middle of their wattle and mud houses, and 
whenever they are hungry, dive down into the 
water below the ice, and fetch one of the 
boughs from the store so providently collected 
in the early autumn. They then gnaw the 
bark from it at their leisure. 

Louis told me that there are seldom more 
than two old beavers in these river bank houses, 
with their last year's young ones. He also 
assured me that in the early spring, before the ice 
has broken up, beavers will gnaw a hole just the 
size of their bodies through ice two feet in thick- 
ness in order to procure fresh food. Whether 
there is any truth in this story or not I cannot 
say. Every white man I asked about it in the 
Yukon disbelieved it, but, on the other hand, 
Louis Cardinal, who had a wonderfully intimate 
and accurate knowledge of all the animals of the 
North American wilderness, declared most em- 
phatically that he had on many occasions seen 
beavers coming out to feed in the early spring 
throughholeswhich they had themselves gnawed 
through the ice. 

Besides the beavers which live along the 
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banks of the Macinillan River there are others 
living on the creeks and backwaters in its 
vicinity, and these, wherever possible, build 
dams which are often of astonishing dimensions. 
Later on I saw and photographed some very 
remarkable examples of these marvellous en- 
gineering works. 

When descending theMacmillanRiver in early 
October and gliding noiselessly down stream 
in my canoe, I might have shot many beavers, 
as in the evening they often sat on the bank 
within a few yards of me, and sometimes swam 
out to look at the canoe. When they were quite 
close I suppose they smelt us, as they always ended 
by diving down suddenly, bringing their great 
flat tails on to the water with a resounding slap. 
But I had then become a very warm admirer 
of these extraordinarily clever and interesting 
animals. I did not want them for food ; the value 
of their skins was not very great, and it would 
have been a wicked and barbarous deed to have 
shot one for sport. I may say that we ate the 
one that Louis shot when we were on board the 
'* Emma Nott." Personally I found the flesh 
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and the tail, which is considered a delicacy, too 
rich and oily for my taste. 

On Friday, September 2nd, the day after we 
had parted from our companions, we made alow 
but steady progress at the rate of possibly a 
mile an hour against a very swift stream, haul- 
ing the canoes with a line, sometimes being 
able to walk along the edge of the open beaches, 
but more often actually in the river itself. We 
constantly met with great difficulty in getting 
our ropes roimd accumulations of drift wood, 
and in such places continually fell through the 
logs into water waist deep. 

About an hour after our mid-day halt we 
suddenly sighted two moose — a cow and a calf 
— crossing the river about three himdred yards 
in front of us. As we had had nothing to eat 
in the shape of meat but fat bacon, since Louis 
had shot the beaver, we looked upon the killing 
of one or other of these animals as perfectly 
legitimate, and I was deputed to go forward and 
try to get a shot. As the wind was blowing up the 
river, I expected they would scent me, and they 
may have done so, as they crossed the river very 
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A MOOSE COW. 167 

quickly, and were just on the point of entering 
the thick forest beyond, when I got within 
shot of them. I was obliged to fire at the cow, 
as the caU was already amongst the trees in 
front of her, but could I have got closer to 
them, and had I had more time for con- 
sideration, I should have shot the calf and 
let its mother go free, as the former, although 
I think it was old enough to get its own 
food, could not have defended itself against 
wolves, which ravenous animals are said to 
kill large numbers of young moose and 
caribou. 

When hit and mortally woimded the old 
cow turned round and again made for the 
river, falling dead just in the water. On my 
walking up to look at her, the calf came out 
pi the forest, and trotted up to within seven 
or eight yards of me, then retreated a little 
way up the open beach, and then came back 
to me again. The wind was blowing from 
behind me straight on to it, and it evidently 
mistrusted its first introduction to the smell 
of a human being, as it bristled up aU the long 
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hair on its neck and shoulders, and sniffed at 
me curiously. 

I now beckoned to Mr. Sheldon to come 
up with his camera ; but when the two 
of us were standing together the calf would 
no longer come so close. However, my 
friend took a couple of snapshots at it, 
before it finally ran off into the forest. The 
moose cow was in fine condition, and that 
evening we cared not that the meat was tough 
and hard, but brought appetites to bear upon 
it, such as the keen air of the northern 
wilderness, combined with hard work, alone 
can give. After skinning and quartering the 
dead animal, we hung up aU the meat we 
could not carry with us on a pole tied between 
two spruce trees, hoping to find it again and 
make use of it on our return down stream. 
However, it was aU eaten up by bears long 
before that time. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HOW WE FARED IN THE YUKON 
MOUNTAINS. 



After leaving the camp where we had got our 
first supply of meat, we towed our canoes up 
the river for four more days. The water was 
bitterly cold, and when we had to istand still 
for any length of time, with the icy stream 
above our knees, as was often the case when 
hauling the canoes roujid rocks or woodjambs, 
our legs got quite numbed. 

The weather was at first fine, and the sun 
quite warm in the middle of the day, and the 
midges were then very munerous and irritating, 
especially in the afternoons and evenings. At 
nights the thermometer at this time registered 
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no more than eight or nine degrees of frost. As 
we neared the mountains the weather became 
cloudy, sleety snow fell from time to time, and 
the water seemed to get colder. 

On September 3rd we passed a very remark- 
able beaver dam. A backwater of the river, 
about twenty-five yards wide, had been very 
strongly dammed, and the level of the water 
behind it raised about five feet. 

lliis dam had been carried on one side to the 
foot of a steep cliff, but was continued from the 
other through the swamp caused by the overflow 
of the pool above it, for a distance of quite 
seventy yards, in the form of a mud embank- 
ment, designed to minimise leakage. In the 
swamp and just on the edge of the lake above 
the main dam was a very large house, as large a 
one, Louis said, as he had ever seen. This 
house, including all the mud and sticks used to 
form its base, was twenty-two paces in cir- 
cumference and about six feet in height. 

On the evening of the day on which we 
passed the big beaver dam, we camped on the 
edge of a willow swamp, in which tracks of 
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moose were numerous. About nine o'clock 
at night we heard an animal crossing the 
river. 

Whilst Mr. Sheldon and I were pulling on our 
boots, Louis went out to reconnoitre, and came 
running back to say that there was a bull moose 
coming across the river. We went back with 
Tiim immediately, but the bidl had then 
returned to the further bank. We could see 
him dimly but did not feel inclined to shoot, as 
the chances were heavily against any hope of 
success, and we did not want to risk wounding 
and not recovering a fine animal. 

On the following day we passed a log cabin 
in which two trappers named Barr and Crosby 
had passed the previous winter. 

They had evidently trapped some of the 
beavers near their cabin and scared the rest 
away, as, although old signs of these animals 
were very abundant, no freshly-cut trees were 
to be seen in the vicinity of the cabin. 

After examining this little trappers' cabin I 
could not help thinking what a terribly dreary 
time its two occupants must have passed during 
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the long, dark, sunless months of a sub-arctic 
winter. Life on board the " Fram," or the 
" Discovery," with books to read and plenty of 
cheerful companionship, must have been quite 
blissful by comparison. 

Later on when returning to the Yukon we 
met Messrs. Barr and Crosby, and they seemed 
to be most excellent fellows, full of intelligence, 
and ready to give any information or assistance 
in their power to their fellow men. 

A few miles away from the cabin near the 
mouth of Barr Creek, I fotmd a very fine moose 
skull and horns with very broad blades and 
long perfect points. Mr. Barr afterwards told 
me that the bull, to which this fine head 
originally belonged, had been held at bay one 
winter's night by one of his dogs, until he 
came up, and after a great deal of trouble, at 
last managed to shoot it in the dark. 

The dog, which he still had when I met him, 
was a fine wolf-like husky dog, and Mr. Ban- 
told me that he could rely absolutely upon it to 
follow up the fresh trail of any bull moose, and 
bring it to bay. 
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Once, he said, the dog had nearly got him 
into trouble. He was going rotind to look at 
his traps, with nothing in his hand but a small 
axe, when his dog suddenly rushed into the 
forest, barking furiously, and the next moment 
reappeared with a bull moose close behind it 
snorting with rage. 

As soon as the angry moose saw him, said 
Mr. Barr, it charged, and struck at him 
with its horns. He was knocked down, 
but forttmately not seriously hurt, and on the 
dog running up and barking loudly, his 
assailant paid no further attention to him, but 
again charged after its four-footed tormentor. 

On September 5th the weather was very 
chilly and disagreeable, and we got very cold 
wading in the river. Early in the afternoon 
Mr. Sheldon spied a fine black bear on a hillside 
above the river, and like a good fellow insisted 
that I should go after it, as he had shot a good 
many of these animals, and this was the first 
bear I had ever seen in the wilds. 

It took me some time to get up above the 
spot where we had first seen the bear, and as it 
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was travelling, looking for berries, and there 
was a great deal of thick bush on the hillside, 
I never caught sight of it again, though I must 
have been very near it. Eventually it must 
either have heard me in the thick bush, or 
smelt my tracks where I went up the hill, as it 
was seen from the canoes coming down the hill 
at a gallop. Mr. Sheldon tried to cut it off, 
but was prevented from doing so by the thick- 
ness of the timber. 

On the evening of September 6th we had 
reached a point very near the foot of a fine 
range of mountains, the broken rocky peaks of 
which rising above the dark spruce forests, 
which covered their lower slopes, looked like 
excellent sheep ground, whilst some high bare 
plateau-like slopes were, we thought, well suited 
to the requirements of caribou. 

Except in the valley of the river itself, the 
whole country was now covered with new snow, 
and, as another fall occurred during the night, 
we found all the trees and the groimd round 
our camp near the bank of the river quite 
white in the morning. 
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The mountaiiis were all covered with clouds 
and mist, but Mr. Sheldon determined to ascend 
the nearest shoulder and try and find a good 
camping place near timber line, whilst I took 
a round through the level coimtry at the base 
of the mountains. Our two men occupied them- 
selves in making a platform between three 
spruce trees, and about twelve feet from the 
ground, on which to stack our stock of pro- 
visions out of the reach of bears whilst we were 
away in the mountains, 

I came across some beautiful little lakes in 
the vicinity of which I thought that I would 
have been certain to find moose, but the newly- 
fallen snow showed not a single track of any- 
thing larger than a hare. 

One hears many tales of moose being seen 

in great numbers round little lakes in the 

untra veiled parts of the Yukon country. One 

man assured me that from an eminence he had 

once counted twenty-five moose feeding in and 

around some small lakes near the upper Stewart 

River. 

If these tales are not exaggerated, I think that 

12 
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moose only congregate in such places during 
the summer months, when the horns of the 
bulls are still growing. In the early autimm 
they certainly do not frequent such groimd, but 
ascend the mountains and live just on the edge 
of timber line, and often cross over bare open 
ranges frequented by sheep and caribou, on their 
way from the head of one ravine to another. 

Mr. Sheldon returned to camp just at dark, 
and reported having found a good camping 
place near timber line. 

Snow again fell during the night, and con- 
tinued to do so till near midday, but as it then 
looked like clearing up, we made a start for 
our new camp, each of us carrying a pack on 
our backs. The pack which Louis arranged 
for me, and which, with my rifle and camera, 
must have brought my load up to about fifty 
poimds, fitted nicely on my back like a Tyrolese 
rucksack, but I found that the straps across 
my chest rather hampered my breathing when 
climbing up steep places* 

Although I have never been used to carrying 
a pack, and would not walk along the level 
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high, road from Worplesdon to Guildford 
with a load of fifty pounds on my back, for 
any conceivable reward, it is wonderful what 
one can do in this way in the fine vitalising 
air of the Yukon, without any great incon- 
venience or fatigue. Louis carried a pack of 
at least eighty pounds, and did not appear to 
feel it at all. 

Just as we were starting on our climb the 
snow came on once more, and soon became 
quite thick and heavy, but soft and watery, and 
we were soon almost wet through, as every tree 
and bush we touched covered us with the 
melting slush- 
In these latitudes, the limit of the growth of 
the spruce and all other trees is something like 
five thousand feet above sea level, or about three 
thousand feet higher than the spot where we 
had left our canoes. A slow climb that with 
frequent rests had lasted about four hours, 
had brought us nearly to the head of the 
ravine where we intended to camp, when 
Louis, who was in front, suddenly saw a bull 
moose amongst some willow scrub, intersected 
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by a small stream about five hundred feet 
below us. 

I was walking just behind Louis and saw the 
moose almost at the same time that he did. 
Mr. Sheldon and Coghlan were just then some 
little way behind, so I got the pack off my back 
as quickly as possible and at once commenced 
to descend the steep hillside towards the spot 
where the moose was standing. 

The spruce trees were growing rather thickly 
in places, and I lost sight of the whole of the 
billow swamp below me before I had descended 
very far, and on reaching a more open spot, 
could not see the moose anywhere. The wind 
^vas favourable, I had made no noise in the 
soft snow, and I could not believe that I had 
been seen. I imagined that the moose had 
fnoved from where we had first seen it, and 
got amongst some trees. However I had marked 
a tall dead spruce near where we had first seen 
it, and I worked slowly down towards that. 

On getting near the edge of the willow 
swamp I scanned it very carefully but with- 
out seeing any sign of the huge animal which 
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I knew must nevertheless be very close at 
hand. 

The wind was blowing steadily up the ravine, 
and I was afraid to make straight for the 
dead spruce tree, for fear the moose might 
have moved through the willow scrub higher 
up the stream, after I had lost sight of it, 
in which case had I crossed the swamp below 
it would have got my wind and I should never 
have seen it again. I therefore skirted round 
the wiDows just within the cover of the spruce 
trees, until I struck the stream some one hun- 
dred yards above, and as I had then crossed no 
tracks in the snow I knew the moose was 
below me. 

I now worked carefully back through the 
willow scrub towards the dead tree near which 
we had first seen it, holding my rifle at the 
ready and stepping very slowly and cautiously 
so as to make no noise. No doubt the soft 
new snow and the murmuring of the water 
running down the little creek close on my 
right were ia my favour. 

As I advanced very slowly step by step. 
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constantly sweeping the little willow swamp 
with my anxious eyes, but seeing nothing, I 
wondered more and more where the moose 
had got to. I had at last got quite close to 
the dead spruce tree when suddenly I saw 
something white showing just above the willow 
scrub. 

Taking two more very cautious steps forward 
I saw the upper part of what I at first took t» 
be a pair of perished moose antlers lying in the 
swamp, for they were quite white in colour. 
But as I looked at them I saw them move very 
slightly and then knew that I was within fifteen 
yards of a living buU moose, which must have 
lain down in a hole in the willow swamp 
immediately after I had left Louis and got 
amongst the first cluster of thick spruce trees. 
From that moment it had become invisible 
to me. 

Step by step I still advanced until I stood 
literally within ten paces of the sleeping moose. 
It was lying facing away from me, but so much 
in a hole in the gi'oimd that I could still only see 
the upper part of its shoulders, head and neck. 
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The thought passed through my mind that, 
if it were suddenly to jump up and dash off 
through the bushes, I should only get a shot 
into its hindquarters, which might not be fatal, 
so raising my rifle slowly I put a bullet into 
the back of its neck, aiming to reach the 
base of the skull at its junction with the 
vertebrae. 

The great head dropped to the shot, the 
mighty carcase rolled on its side, one long hind 
leg was stretched out with a shiver, and the 
spirit of this fine old bull passed swiftly and 
painlessly into the unknown, there to be pur- 
sued afresh, perhaps, by the ghosts of Indian 
braves in their heavenly hunting grounds. 

This moose seemed to be a very old bull 
with widespread horns, measuring fifty-eight 
and a half inches across the palms. There 
were, however, only eleven points on each horn. 
The velvet was still hanging in great pieces on 
the antlers, but they were quite hard and 
almost as white as old perished horns. 

This moose had recently been fighting, as it 
had several fresh wounds on the front of its 
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head, which had probably been inflicted by a 
younger bnll. 

It was in most excellent condition, with fat 
quite an inch in thickness over the hind- 
quarters. I measured it carefully with a steel 
tape, and made its standing height at the 
withers six feet nine inches. We pitched our 
camp in the snow within a few yards of the 
carcase, which was very conveniently situated 
close to a nice stream of water and a good 
supply of firewood. 

On the following day I occupied myself in 
skinning and preparing the moose head, and 
it took me the whole day to make a good job 
of it. Mr. Sheldon took a long day's tramp 
over the moimtains to the left of our camp, but 
saw no game and no fresh tracks in the new 
snow. He found the walking in places very 
difl&cult, not to say dangerous, as where the 
ground was covered with heaped-up rocks and 
stones, the holes and interstices between them 
were hidden by the snow, and it was therefore 
difficult to avoid falling into them, at the risk 
of a broken limb or a sprained ankle. 
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On September 10th Mr. Sheldon again took 
the mountains to the left of our camp, whilst I 
went to the right, Louis and Coghlan remaining 
in camp, as we intended to send them down 
to our cache on the river with the moose skull 
and headskin on the following day. 

I had not left the camp more than an hour 
when I came on six wild sheep, two old ewes and 
four lambs. I was below them, and I first saw 
just the head of one of the old ewes looking at 
me from behind the top of a ridge. I thought 
that there might be a ram behind this ridge, 
and so walked on till I was hidden by a fold in 
the groxmd, and then doubled back and ascended 
the moimtain out of sight, until I was able to 
make a stalk from above on to the place where 
I had seen the ewe. 

As there are no Indians living in the 
vicinity of the upper Macmillan River, and 
I knew that no white man had ever yet hunted 
in the moimtains in which we were now 
camped, I did not expect to find any game we 
might meet with at aU wild* The sight of me 
had, however, alarmed the old ewe, and when 
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I got near to the place where I had first seen 
her, I found that she had walked away with 
her little flock across the valley below her. 

I then saw that there were six sheep alto- 
gether, two old ewes (one with only one horn) 
and f onr lambs. Having plenty of meat in camp 
I did not want to disturb these animals, but 
inspected them very carefully with my glasses. 

Five of them — the two old ewes and three 
of the lambs — ^were aU alike, and seemed 
to be representatives of Ovis dalli, that is, white 
aU over with black tails. The sixth, however, 
which was presumably the lamb of one or other 
of the ewes, was apparently dark grey all over 
the back and sides, with a black stripe on each 
side of the brisket running to behind the 
shoulder blade, in fact a typical example of 
Ovis fannini. 

Although no old rams were seen on the trip, 
the examination of the skins of several ewes and 
young males subsequently shot and preserved 
by Mr. Sheldon for the Museum at Washington, 
showed that the ^Y^^t^st looking sheep in the 
mountains on the upper Macmillan River are 
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Blightly grey on the back, and that between these 
nearly white animals and those of the dark grey 
Ovia fannini type, every grade of coloration is 
to be found- 

I am inclined to think that when a series of 
specimens of the wild sheep from every moun- 
tain range in Alaska, the Yukon territory and 
Northern British Columbia has been procured, 
it will be found that Ovis kenaiensis — ^pure 
white all over — ^grades into Ovis dalli — ^pure 
white with a black tail — Ovis dalli into Ovis 
fanninif and Oais fannini into Ovis stoneL 

Furthermore, I think that it will be proved 
that all these races of sheep inhabiting the 
mountain ranges of the extreme north-western 
portion of the North American Continent, are 
far more nearly related to Ovis 7iivicola^ the 
Asiatic race of wild sheep inhabiting Kam- 
chatka, than they are to the rocky mountain 
bighorn (Ovia canadensis) and its near allies, 
Ovis nelsoni and Ovis mexicanus. These latter 
are probably the descendants of a species of 
wild sheep, which came from Asia into North 
America, at an earlier period of the world's 
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history than the progenitors of the various races 
at present inhabiting Alaska and the adjacent 
territories. 

After having watched the little flock of wild 
sheep for some time, I got up and walked 
towards them. 'They allowed me to approach 
within about two hundred yards of them, and 
then retreated up the side of the mountain. 
I found that they had been feeding on grass 
which they procured by scratching away the 
snow, by which it was completely hidden, and 
the leaves of stunted willow scrub, which grew 
in all the valleys up to about one thousand feet 
above the limit of tree growth. 

Further on I crossed fresh tracks of two more 
sheep, and thinking they might be two rams, 
though in all probability they were a ewe and 
lamb, I followed them for a long way. 

These tracks presently crossed the spoor of 
a small herd of caribou, which seemed to me to 
have been feeding all over the open shoulder 
of the mountain during the previous night. 

As I was well above the timber line, and 
commanded a very extended view over miles 
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of bare snow-covered ground, I expected to 
sight these caribou every moment. Presently, 
however, I got out of their tracks, but still 
followed the two sheep. These presently led 
me into very rocky ground, in which I could 
only make very slow progress, as all the deep 
holes between the rocks were hidden by snow, 
so I resolved to leave them and look for the 
caribou. I was making a circle in order to cut 
their spoor again, when I crossed some tracks 
that seemed absolutely fresh, as the soft snow 
had plainly only just been disturbed. 

These caribou tracks were those of three 
animals, one of them a very large bull. They 
were heading straight back towards camp, and 
I had not followed them a mile before I suddenly 
sighted the hornless head of a cow caribou 
looking at me from behind an undulation in 
the ground. She at once made off, and 1 
followed as fast as I could in the snow, and on 
getting on to a higher piece of ground came in 
full view of a magnificent bulL 

When I first saw him he was standing 
broadside to me and looked as grand an 
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animal as I had ever seen. The coloration 
of his head and body was of a very dark 
blackish brown, but the long hair on his 
great neck was of a beautiful silvery white. 
His antlers looked immense and were in fact 
very fine; long, and massive, and broadly 
pahnated at the tops. 

I shall never forget the noble picture that 
great caribou stag presented as he stood with 
raised head, and dark shapely form, clear cut 
against the snowy background. When he saw 
me he turned towards me, and I at once fired 
as I stood from a distance of about one hundred 
and fifty yards. I heard my buUet teU, but 
inmiediately lost sight of the caribou, as he 
rushed down the further side of the ridge on 
which he had been standing. I followed as 
quickly as possible, and soon came in view of 
him again about one hundred yards ahead. 

A glance was enough to assure me that his 
race was run, and a moment later he rolled 
over on the snow. 

I walked to him along his tracks, but strange 
to say, though the distance from where he had 
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been hit to where he had fallen was quite one 
hundred yards, not one single speck of blood 
could I see on the pure, new-fallen snow. And 
yet where my '375 bore expanding bullet had 
struck him in the shoulder it had torn quite 
a large hole in the skin. I can only suppose 
that the long thick coat had absorbed all the 
blood oozing from the wound and prevented it 
from falling on the snow. 

Just as I reached the dead bull I saw the 
cow I had first seen and another fine bull — 
though a much younger animal than the on> 
I had already killed — about one hundred and 
fifty yards further on ahead. They trotted 
away when they saw me, but soon halted to 
take another look, and I killed the bull with a 
shot through the lungs. I now^set to work, and 
after disembowelling both the dead animals 
skinned their necks and cut off their heads. 

By this time it was getting late, and I 
did not get back to camp till after nightfall. 
Mr. Sheldon had again had no luck, though he 
had seen some fresh sheep tracks, and also the 
footprints of a large bear. 
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On the following day I took Louis and 
Coghlan back with me to the dead caribou. 
The big bull was a very large heavy animal. 
I made his standing height at the shoulder with 
my tape line to be four feet six inches. His 
body was very massive and heavy and as broad 
across the withers as that of a pony. 

Coghlan, who had had much experience in 
weighing dead caribou at Dawson, said he 
judged that the carcase would weigh four 
hundred and fifty pounds dressed, that is, 
cleaned, and without legs, head and skin. At 
any rate he was a much bigger animal than 
any of the caribou I had shot in Newfoimdland 
— as the size of his head is sufficient to prove 
— and alive I am sure he must have weighed 
over six hundred pounds. He was excessively 
fat and his meat most excellent. 

The head of the younger bull was of quite a 
different character to that of the old one, as the 
antlers were not at all palmated at the tops. 

I feel sure that the differences between the 
two heads were due to the fact that one of them 
was much yoimger than the other. The horns. 
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however, were so different in character that they 
might very easily have been supposed to belong 
to two distinct races of caribou, and curiously 
enough Louis made this assertion, declaring 
that the large heavy buU was a woodland 
caribou, whilst the smaller, lighter homed 
animal belonged to the barren ground species. 

Unfortunately owing to the subsequent 
rapid freezing up of the country, and the 
necessity of getting back to the Yukon 
without delay, I was not able to get the 
head of the smaller caribou out of the 
mountains and bring it back to England 
with me. 

When sufficiently large series of caribou 
heads from every part of Alaska and the Yukon 
territory have been examined and compared, 
I should think that such local races, as Stone's 
and Osborne's caribou, will be foimd to grade 
one into another, and also to be inseparable 
from the moimtain caribou of British Columbia. ' 

With the exception of the three caribou which 

I met with on September 10th, no others were 

seen either by Mr. Sheldon or myself, but on 

13 
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the 17th I came on the tracks of six or seven 
more of these animals that had passed the day 
before. Although I himted round for them for 
several days I never came across them, or, 
indeed, crossed their tracks again. 

Our Canadian friends, however, from whom 
we had parted company at the forks of the 
Macmillan, and who were hunting in a range of 
mountains about twenty-five miles away from 
us, met with large numbers of caribou, as we 
afterwards heard, and were able to pick out 
some very fine heads. They did not, however, 
get any good moose, and only saw three sheep — 
a ewe, accompanied by a two-year old ram and 
a lamb of a few months old. 

On September 15th we moved camp about 
five miles to the head of a stream running into 
the Clearwater Creek of MacConneU's survey. 

The weather from September 6th to the 18th 
was, on the whole, very bad.. During this time 
we seldom had more than five or six degrees 
of frost at night, and during the daytime it 
often rained hard part of the day and snowed 
during the remainder. Sometimes a bitter 
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wind blew over the monntains accompanied by- 
fine sleet that it was impossible to face. In 
the evenings it often cleared up, and during 
the early part of the night the sky would 
sometimes become clear and starlit, and we 
made sure the weather was going to be fine on 
the following day, but morning after morning 
we were disappointed. 

One night about the middle of September we 
beheld a magnificent display of the Aurora 
Borealis, Across the inky blackness of the 
northern sky a great arc of pure white light 
was suddenly stretched, which lit up the snow- 
covered momitains around our camp like a 
gigantic searchlight, and from the main body 
of this glorious sheet of flame great darts and 
streamers constantly shot shivering and shim- 
mering through the sky, now opening out into 
broad white lanes of light, and again narrowing 
until swallowed up once more by the envious 
darkness of the surrounding sky. 

These wondrous polar lights were never still 
for a moment, but constantly spread and 
contracted, in ever-varying waves and tongues 
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of light, until they finally died out, and the 
stars once more shone brightly in the clear sky. 

Only once again did we see the northern 
lights, but then, too, the display was soul- 
stirring and magnificent, and I count these 
splendours of the arctic sky as amongst the 
most marvellous of all the wonders of the 
world. Seen in the solitude of the northern 
wilderness such visions of glory cannot but 
awaken reverence in the soul of man, of 
whatever race or degree of culture. 

Whilst we were in the mountains Mr. Sheldon 
devoted all his energies to searching for sheep 
rams, specimens of which he was very anxious 
to obtain for the American National Museum 
at Washington. In spite of all his perseverance, 
however, he could not find anything but ewes 
and young rams, and had to content himself 
with a series of the skins and skulls of females 
and immature animals, which have, however, 
proved of great interest and value to Dr. Merriam 
and all other American naturalists. 

One evening my friend met with a very 
curious experience. He was watching four 
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slioep — two ewes, each with a lamb — feeding 
just above the limit of the spruce forest, on the 
leaves of some small willow bushes, when a 
moose cow, with a calf, emerged from the 
timber, and walked slowly across the open 
ground towards where he was sitting. 

They came slowly on till they were within 
twenty-five yards of him, but as he sat quite 
still, and the wind did not betray him, 
they did not notice him. Mr. Sheldon then 
stood up, and took a snapshot at the approach- 
ing animals with the small camera that 
he always carried. Directly the old cow 
saw him, instead of running off, as my friend 
had expected her to do, she laid her ears 
back, stretched out her great swoUen nose, and 
walked towards him, evidently mistaking the 
first human being she had ever seen for 
some kind of bear or other dangerous animal. 

She came right up to within twelve yards 
of where Mr. Sheldon stood, and then looked 
80 ugly — that is, vicious — that he thought she 
was going to attack him, and he knew that a 
cow moose can strike terrific blows with its 
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forefeet, and as he did not want to shoot her, 
he walked round her until she got his wind. 

The scent of a human being seemed ta be 
more disconcerting to her than the sight of 
one, for she then bristled up aU the long hair 
on her neck and shoulders, sniffed suspiciously 
at the new and disagreeable odour now for 
the first time presented to her delicate olfactory- 
nerves, and presently turned round and trotted 
back into the shelter of the forest, closely 
followed by her astonished calf. 

One evening Mr. Sheldon saw two bull 
moose. He was then, however, high up in the 
mountains, and they were a long way off in 
willow swamps so far below him that it was 
useless trying to get to them as it would have 
been dark long before he could have reached 
them. 

On September 17th the weather was still 
stormy, with showers of snow and sleet 
occasionally falling. I had been wandering over 
some open snow-covered mountain shoulders 
looking for the small herd of caribou whose 
tracks I had seen on the previous day as 
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already related. It was still early in the 
afternoon when, as I was looking down into 
a broad open valley, I saw something move 
amongst a scattered growth of spruce trees 
about one thousand feet below me. 

I soon made it out to be a moose, and could 
see that it was a bull as it had horns, and on 
examining it with my glasses came to the 
conclusion that its head would be worth having. 
Almost immediately a second bull appeared, 
but this latter was evidently a younger animal 
than the first, as it looked smaller both in body 
and in the size of its antlers. I watched these 
two moose for some time. They kept con- 
tinually butting one another, but only in a 
playful way, and never clashed their horns 
together. 

As the wind was blowing up the valley it 
seemed an easy matter to get within shot of 
them, and I soon set about descending the 
hillside. Although this was rather open, except 
here and there for a thin growth of low scrubby 
bush, I did not think the moose were likely to 
see me if I moved slowly and was careful to 
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make no noise. I had almost got down to the 
highest growing spruce trees, and a few more 
yards of descent would have enabled me to 
reach good cover, when I saw that the 
larger moose was standing exactly head on to 
me, as if it was looking at me, so I crouched 
slowly down, and then remained motionless. 
Minute after minute passed and the suspicious 
animal never moved, but at last it turned and 
walked up to where its younger companion had 
been all the time quietly browsing, and both 
of them then commenced to feed towards me. 

I now crawled very slowly and cautiously to 
one of the highest growing spruce trees, and 
saw that the moose were not more than two 
hundred yards away from me. I crawled fifty 
yards nearer, and was just getting into position 
for a sitting shot, when I foimd there was a 
scrubby bush in my line of fire. I was edging 
slowly sideways to get beyond this b\ish, when 
my weight coming on a dry stick it broke with 
a loud crack. 

At once both the moose faced towards me, 
and almost immediately turned round and 
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trotted off. They made for a thick belt of trees 
some two hundred yards nearer the centre of 
the valley, but had to cross a very open piece 
of ground before reacliing this shelter, and 
before they did so I fired twice at the larger 
bull, and heard both bullets tell. Then they 
were lost to view amongst the dark spruce 
trees. 

The ground in the valley was covered with 
snow, though it had nearly all been blown from 
the steep hillside above, and the moose tracks 
were therefore very easy to follow, the more 
especially as there was a good deal of blood 
sprinkled all along the trail. At the very 
moment, however, that I entered the piece of 
forest in which the moose had disappeared from 
my view a heavy snowstorm came on, and in 
a very few minutes not only were all the traces 
of blood completely hidden, but the footprints 
of the wounded animal were so filled with snow 
that it was quite impossible to pick them out 
amongst other and older tracks. 

The wounded bull had been making straight 
towards the stream, which ran at the bottom of 
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the valley, so I kept on in the same direction, 
but in a disconsolate mood, for it seemed the 
very irony of fate that this snowstorm should 
have come on at so inconvenient a time. 

I had walked close down to the creek, and 
had but small expectations of ever coming up 
with the wounded animal again, when, to my 
amazement, I saw it within two hundred yards 
of me, on the hillside beyond. The snow flurry 
had now almost ceased as suddenly as it had 
commenced, and I could see the moose quite 
plainly standing amongst some scattered spruce 
scrub. If it had gone only a few yards further 
it would have got amongst some thickly growing 
trees, and I should then almost certainly have 
lost it. It must have seen me coming on 
towards the creek, but was probably too severely 
wounded to move, and another bullet behind 
the shoulder killed it at once. 

It looked a very fine dark coloured animal, 
and was excessively fat. It was much younger 
probably than the first bull I had killed, and 
had a bell, hanging down like a tail from its 
throat, quite eighteen inches in length. Louis 



ALL. BIGHT BUT VERY TIRED. 203 

told me that old moose never have long belld. 
Whether they get torn off in the thick scrub 
which these animals often frequent^ or diy np 
and drop off when they are five or six years old, 
I do not know, but I believe it to be a fact that 
old moose never have long bells hanging from 
their throats. The head which this moose 
carried would have been considered a fairly 
good one in Eastern Canada, as the horns had 
a spread of nearly fifty inches and the palms 
were broad. 

I now set to work to open the huge carcase 
and take out the inside, no very easy matter 
with no one to help me. In fact as I could not 
turn the dead moose on to its back I had first of 
all to cut off the upper hind leg before I could 
disembowel it. 

I then started for camp but darkness over- 
took me when I was still some miles away. 
However, the night was clear, and I eventually 
got back all right, but very tired, as I know 
nothing more exhausting than floundering 
through a willow swamp in the Yukon country 
in the dark, and I had to get through some 
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mUes of this sort of ground before reacliiiig 
camp. 

During the night the thermometer went down 
to below zero for the first time. 
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THE LUCK OF A HUNTER. 
A BIG MOOSE. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE LUCK OF A HUNTER. 
A BIG MOOSE. 



The morning following the day on which I shot 
the moose, as recorded in the last chapter, broke 
clear and bright, but soon clouded over, and a 
bitter wind blew over the snow-covered moirn- 
tains. I started early for the moose, taking 
Louis with me to carry the head back. Close 
to camp we found the tracks of a wolverine on 
my yesterday's spoor, and, further on, those 
of a big bear, which Louis pronounced to be 
a grizzly. 

The tracks were following mine backwards 
towards the carcase of the moose, but soon 
turned off and went down into a thickly wooded 
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vaUey, where after a time we found them very 
difl&cult to follow, as there was no snow under 
the trees. So we left them, but presently came 
across them again, on an open snow-covered 
hillside. We again followed them, but had not 
gone far when we spied a bull moose lying 
down amongst some scattered spruce forest 
below us. 

I crept cautiously down towards it, and as I 
was soon hidden by a piece of rising ground 
and the wind was favourable, I am sure that it 
neither saw nor smelt me, but when I again 
came in sight of it it was standing up and 
looking straight towards me with its ears cocked 
forwards. I have no doubt that it had heard 
the crust on the snow breaking from time to 
time under my weight. I fired at it as it stood 
nearly facing me, and, as it turned out afterwards, 
hit it exactly right, in the chest, and I cannot 
understand how the bullet missed its heart. 

It immediately turned and ran behind some 
spruce trees and then stood motionless for some 
time. As I fully expected that it was going to 
fall dead where it stood, I made no effort to get 
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another shot, but waited where I was for Louis 
to join me. 

Suddenly I was greatly surprised to see 
the moose trot off. Louis and I at once started 
in pursuit, and very soon almost ran on to it 
lying down amongst some small thickly growing 
spruce trees. It jumped up and again made 
off without my being able to get a shot at it, 
but we ran hard on its tracks, now sprinkled 
thickly with blood, which showed up very 
plainly on the pure white snow. 

We had run for more than a mile, I should 
think, without again sighting the wounded 
moose, and I was beginning to think that my 
bullet had either broken up on impact, or had 
been deflected from a vital organ by a bone, 
when we again sighted it now walking slowly 
up the side of a bare ridge. Making a spurt I 
got to within one hundred and fifty yards of it 
before it topped the ridge. It then turned and 
saw me, and was starting off again at a trot 
as I fired. 

I was very unsteady after my hard run, but 

managed to hit it, as we afterwards discovered, 

U 
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in the flank, the bullet travelling forwards. 
Pushing in another cartridge I again ran on, 
and on reaching the top of the ridge, over which 
the wounded moose had disappeared, saw it 
standing about one hundred yards away from 
me. 

It was evidently unable to run any further 
so I sat down, so as to be able to make- a sure 
shot as soon as it turned broadside to me. 
This it soon did, and I then ended its troubles 
with a bullet through the heart. On reeeiving 
this last wound it did not move a step, but, 
without bending its legs, fell over fiat on its 
side, just as if it had received an irresistible 
push. 

This moose proved to be a very old and a 
very large animal, that had lived out all the 
best years of its life, and after all had met with 
a better fate than to be pulled down by wolves, 
the usual end of moose and caribou in. this 
country in extreme old age. I photographed 
it as it lay, and made its standing height at the 
shoulders six feet ten inches in a straight line. 
Its horns were evidently going back, and had 
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long passed their TnaYJTmiTn development. They 
measured forty-five inches across the palms, and 
carried eighteen points, ten on one side and 
eight on the other. 

We were now at no great distance from the 
spot where I had shot the moose on the previous 
day, so, after disembowelling the one just killed, 
Louis and I made a fresh start, our intention 
being to chop off the horns of the younger 
animal and bring them, together with all the fat 
and some of the meat, to where the old bull lay. 
As it would then be too late to get back to 
camp we had determined to collect as much 
firewood as. possible — for the nights were now 
very cold and we had no blankets with us — 
and pass the night at the carcase. 

Forgetting the often quoted . and very true 
adage that '^man proposes and God disposes," 
I now left my camera on the body of the dead 
moose, beside which we intended to camp for 
.the night. After a couple of hours' walking 
and climbing, we had just got to within one 
hundred yards of the spot where the carcase of 
the young bull lay, when we saw two moose a 
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good way off just on the edge of the timber Kne 
on the opposite hillside. Having forgotten to 
bring my binoculars with me, and as the moose 
were a long way off, we could not tell whether 
they were a cow and calf or a big bull and a 
cow, so I went off to get a nearer view. 

I had to dive into the thick spruce forest 
immediately I started, and when I reached the 
edge of the timber on the hillside the moose 
had moved out of sight. An examination of 
their tracks, however, assured me that they 
were a cow and calf, so I started back once 
more towards where I had left Louis beside 
the stream, close to where I had killed the 
yoimg bull on the previous day. 

Before I got there I met Louis on his way 
to look for me. He informed me that he 
had been watching a big bull moose that 
was coming down the open valley just above 
us, and that he had come to look for me, fearing 
that it would get into the thick timber before 
I came back to where I had left him. 

We at once made our way up the valley 
for perhaps a couple of hundred yards, and 
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then having reached the edge of the spruce 
forest, commanded a view over a large extent 
of open ground in front of us — open, that is, 
except for a short growth of stunted willow 
scrub. And there, not more than a hundred 
yards away from us, we saw a magnificent 
bull moose walking slowly down the open 
valley and evidently entirely unsuspicious of 
danger. 

His horns, I saw at a glance, were of huge 
size, and almost white in colour, as were those 
of the first bull I had shot ten days previously. 
In Eastern Canada I think it is rare to meet 
with moose anywhere except in forest-covered 
country, but in the wild mountain regions of the 
Yukon territory these animals may sometimes 
be seen in the autumn on bare open ground 
well above timber line. 

A view of such a mighty-antlered prehistoric- 
looking beast, standing clear of all cover on 
the bare snow-covered ground, in the midst of 
magnificent mountain scenery, is a sight that 
once seen can never be forgotten. 

But it was impossible for me on the occasion 
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about which I am writing to give much time 
to the contemplation of the wonderful picture 
so suddenly presented to me. 

A magnificent specimen of a moose was 
walking past me, right in the open, and well 
within shot. A sudden eddy of wind might 
have alarmed it at any moment, and I did 
not want to take any risks about securing a 
pair of horns, whose equal for size and rugged 
beauty I was never likely to see again. I 
therefore fired as quickly as possible and my 
bullet must have passed right through its 
heart as I afterwards found that it had struck 
the centre of the shoulder. 

At the shot the great bull stood still, and re- 
loading my single barrelled rifle as quickly as 
possible, I fired a second shot, which again 
pierced its shoulder within a few inches of the 
first inflicted wound. For some seconds the 
dying animal still stood motionless, and I had 
reloaded and could have fired again before it 
fell, had I not felt sure that it was mortally 
woimded. Suddenly, without ever having 
moved its feet fi-om the moment my first 
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bullet struck, it lurched over sideways and- 
fell flat on the ground stone dead. 

It 'was indeed a splendid creature. I made 
its standing height at the shoulder six feet 
eleven inches, taking the measurement as 
carefully as possible with a steel tape* Its 
magnificent antlers measured five feet seven 
inches in a straight line right across the 
palms, with no long straggling points, and 
were extraordinarily massive and heavy. On 
the left hand antler there were twenty-three 
points, and on the right eighteen, or forty- 
one points in all. 

Altogether, it seemed to me that I had at 
last obtained a trophy worth a king's ransom, 
a trophy which would have well repaid a 
journey to the very end of the earth to get. 
When weighed at Selkirk on the Yukon in 
the following October, the horns and skull of 
this moose turned the scale at seventy-five 
pounds. 

I am quite aware that a number of moose 
heads of considerably larger dimensions than 
those I have just recorded have been obtained 
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in the Kenai Peninsula in Southern Alaska, but 
the moose in that locality appear to be a local 
race in which the average size of the horns is 
much larger than in any other part of North 
America. 

My big moose was killed hundreds of miles 
from the Kenai Peninsula on a western spur of 
the main range of the Rocky Moimtains, and 
I think I may fairly say that it is one of the 
biggest and heaviest moose heads ever obtained 
in British North America, and it is at any rate 
the finest hunting trophy that has ever fallen 
to my rifle. 

As soon as I had taken the necessary 
measurements of the dead moose, and after 
a few moments of quiet exultation over the 
splendid prize I had won, I set to work to cut 
off and skin the enormous head, as, had it 
been left until the following day, it would have 
frozen solid during the night, and would then 
have been very difl&cult to remove. 

It was nearly six o'clock when Louis got the 
headskin packed, and we then started at once 
for camp, which we reached at last in about 
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three hours, after an awful walk for the last few 
miles floundering through willow swamps and 
spruce forests in the dark. 

Mr. Sheldon, I found, had again been un- 
successful in finding a band of sheep rams, but 
late in the afternoon he had located a small 
flock of ewes and lambs amongst which were 
two young males. As it was already late when 
he saw them, and they were in a bad position 
to stalk, he had left them alone, with the inten- 
tion of reseeking them the following day, and 
shooting, if possible, several specimens, inclu- 
ding the two young rams, for the Washington 
Museimi. 

On the following morning, therefore, he 
made an early start after the sheep whilst I 
remained in camp to clean and prepare for 
mounting the headskin of the big moose. I 
would have sent Louis to get the horns of one 
or other of the two smaller specimens of 
the three moose that I had shot during the two 
previous days, but I thought he deserved a day's 
rest and so kept him in camp with me. Coghlan 
also remained in camp. 
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Abont midday I heard two shots which I 
knew must have been fired by Mr. Sheldon, and 
shortly afterwards, on looking up the hill bdiind * 
our camp I saw eight white sheep; aU ewes and 
lambs, coming down a trail straight to camp. 
As I was busy working at my headskin, and 
did not want the head of a sheep ewe, but- 
thought the meat of one shot close to camp 
would be very useful, I told Louis to take my* 
rifle and try and shftot one. As he went up' 
towards them, through the timber just above 
our camp, they came down into it, intending 
evidently to cross the valley to the mountains 
beyond, so Louis met them at very close quarters 
and killed two, an old ewe and a two-year old 
lamb. 

After he had fired one of the scattered flock' * 
ran very nearly into our camp, and stood looking 
at us from amongst the trees at a distance of 
not more than sixty yards. It soon, however, 
rejoined its companions, and we presently saw 
the six survivors of the flock climbing the • 
mountain on the other side of the -valley. 

In the evening Mr. Sheldon came in with the 
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skins and heads of four sheep, amongst which 
were those of the two yonng males he had spied 
on the previous day, the other two being those 
of two old ewes. These four skins differed very 
much in coloration, those of one of the ewes 
and of the yoxmger of the two males being dark 
grey all over the back and sides, whilst those of 
the other ewe and the older male were nearly 
white, though they both had a distinct tinge of 
grey on the back. They all had snow-white 
heads and necks and rumps and black tails, 
but in the two darker specimens a black line 
ran from the tail up the median line of the body 
to the grey of the back. 

The coloration of these sheep is, I think, 
very interesting, as it shows that in one small 
flock great individual variation may be found. 
None of the sheep found on the mountain ranges 
near the MacmiUan River are, I believe, pure 
white all over, that is, typical specimens of Ovis 
dalli ; but most of them look quite white at a 
distance, and have only a light sprinkling of 
greyish hairs on the back. Others again are 
of a dark grey colour on the backs and sides, 
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and are locally known as saddle-backed sheep. 
This variety has been called Ovis fannini by 
American naturalists. As I have said before, 
I am quite sure that Ovis dalli grades into 
Ovis fanninij and I think it highly probable 
that a little further south than the Macmillan 
River — possibly in the great ranges of mountains 
south of the Pelly River — Ovis fannini will be 
found to grade into the dark-coloured sheep 
discovered by Mr. Andrew J. Stone, the well- 
known American field naturalist, in the moun- 
tains of Northern British Columbia. 

On September 20th, as soon as we had had 
an early breakfast, Coghlan went off with Mr. 
Sheldon to bring in all the best of the meat of 
the four sheep shot by the latter on the previous 
day, and Louis and I went back to the carcase 
of the big moose I had shot on September 18th. 
I took with me a small camp kettle and a little 
tea, sugar and bread, and a wolfskin robe lent 
me by Coghlan, as it was my intention, after 
having cut all the meat off the big moose head, 
to start Louis back to camp with it. I in- 
tended to sleep myself in the valley somewhere 
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neaj the two carcases in the hope that they might 
be visited by a grizzly bear, or that I might see 
another moose coming down or up the valley. 

We first visited the carcase of the very old 
bull on which I had left my camera two days 
previously. This we found quite safe, but we 
saw no sign of either bears, wolverines or 
wolves having been near the spot. On reach- 
ing the carcase of the big bull I first took a 
few photographs of it, with Louis holding the 
great antlers in several positions. Then we 
cut as much meat as we could from the skull, 
and after Louis had slung it on a pole over his 
shoTilders and started back to camp with it, I 
was left to pass the time by myself until he 
returned the following day. 

The skull and horns of the moose that Louis 
was carrying must have weighed nearly one 
hundred pounds when quite fresh, and as the 
country between the valley in which it was 
shot and our camp was very rough and 
mountainous, with swamps in all the hollows, I 
did not think he would be able to take it right 
into camp the same day. However, he did, and 



222 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS. 

I think this was a wonderful feat, as a very- 
large moose head is not only very heavy, but 
also most awkward to carry. Louis was, how- 
ever, a very strong fellow, and, on his mother's 
side, I suppose his ancestors had been used to 
carrying heavy packs for generations. 

Left to myself, I first chopped down a few 
spruce boughs and fenced in a cosy comer 
behind the upturned roots of a fallen tree. 
Then I collected a great pile of dry wood, so as 
to be able to keep up a good fire, as the nights 
were row getting very cold. After this I 
peeled a great slab of skin from the carcase of 
the big moose to lie on, and then crossed the 
stream and cut some prime fat meat from that 
of the yoimger animal. 

Then I took a stroll up the vaUey, hoping to 
meet with another mighty bull moose, or to find 
some sheep feeding on the sides of the mountains, 
through which it ran. However, I neither saw 
nor heard any kind of wild animal, and return- 
ing to my camping place in the evening, I made 
myself some tea, and roasted some fat meat on 
a forked stick over the fire. 
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I found that the hair on the moose hide was 
quite two inches long, and so close and thick 
that it effectually kept the cold from coming 
through from the frozen ground beneath. Ly- 
ing on this slab of moose hide, and covered 
with Coghlan's wolfskin robe, I paesed a most 
comfortable night, and slept soundly until it 
was broad daylight. I then again, made tea 
and roasted some :more meat, and after I had 
examined the two carcases to make sure that 
there were no bears about, walked up the 
valley until I had readbed the source of the 
. creek which ran down its centre. 

I saw a good many tracks of moose and sheep 
of recent date in the snow, but did not come 
.across any of the animals themselves until. on 
my way back to where I had slept I spied a 
flock of eleven sheep on the hillside above me. 
There was unfortunately no ram amongst them, 
but there was a very white ewe whose akin I 
thought Mr. Sheldon would like to have to add 
to his series of specimens for the Washington 
.Museum. 

This animal I succeeded in shooting, and 
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after I had skinned it for mounting, and cut off 
its hind quarters, I carried these down the 
valley to my last night's sleeping place, where 
I found Louis waiting for me. He had got a 
camp kettle full of tea, and some fat meat 
ready roasted, and after we had made a good 
meal we started for camp, and got there just 
after dark. 

During my absence Coghlan had been down 
to where we had left the canoes at our camp on 
the river, and had brought back the report that 
owing to the freezing up of all the creeks 
running into it the water had got very low, 
whilst the slack water in the river itself was 
commencing to freeze. He advised us to give 
up our hunt at once and make a start for the 
Yukon, whilst the Macmillan and Pelly Rivers 
were still open, as otherwise we might run a 
grave risk of getting frozen in. 

As Coghlan had had several years experience 
of the Yukon country we deemed it prudent to 
take his advice, as to have got frozen in on our 
journey down the river would have meant the 
abandonment of our canoes and everything in 
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them. We should then have had before us a 

weary tramp across country to the nearest 

station on the Yukon, and should undoubtedly 

have had to endure very great hardships from 

hunger and cold, as we could not have carried 

either blankets or much food with us, nor, 

in all probability, have shot anything in the 

thick forests except occasional hares and 

grouse. 

It was a great disappointment having to leave 

our himting ground so soon, for had we been 

able to remain in the mountains for another 

week or ten days I should have had a very 

good chance of finding bears at one or other of 

the carcases of the moose I had shot, and 

might also in that time have come across 

another moose with a big head, or a herd of 

caribou or some sheep rams. However, none 

of us cared to run the risk of getting frozen in 

before reaching the Yukon, so we at once set to 

work to get down to the canoes, to prepare for 

a start down the river as soon as possible, and 

in the circumstances I was obliged to leave my 

two smaller pairs of moose horns behind, as well 

15 
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as the head of the younger of the twx). caribou 
buUs I had shot. 

I have forgotten to mention that early on the 
morning of September 2Qth we saw a fine bull 
moose coming dpwn the shoulder of the 
mountain opposite our camp. It was right up 
above timber line on bare open rocky ground 
that looked only suitable for sheep, and 
although I could only get a side view of it with 
my glasses, it seemed to me to be a very lai^e 
animal carrying a fine head. As Mr. Sheldon 
had not yet shot a moose he, of course, went 
after it, but unfortunately was not able to get 
near it, before it got down into the thick 
timber on the shoTilder of the mountain, and he 
never saw it again. 

Besides horns and skins, bedding and camp 
furniture, we had to carry a good supply of 
meat down to the river for our canoe journey, 
so it was not until mid-day on September 25th 
that we finally made a start. On the previous 
day a thaw had set in, and heavy rain had 
fallen in the vaUey of the river though it had 
snowed in the mountains. This timely thaw 
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raised the level of the river considerably, 
otherwise we should have had much trouble, 
and might perhaps have knocked the bottoms 
of our canoes about very badly. Even as it 
was there was not an inch too much water, and 
in many places our canoes just grazed the 
stones on the bottom, while twice we got 
bumped rather badly. 

However, on the whole we got along in 
splendid style and every hour glided as many 
miles down stream with scarcely any exertion, 
as we had been able to make against it with the 
most arduous labour in a whole day. It was 
the very poetry of travel to be carried thus 
rapidly down the course of an almost unknown 
river of exquisite beauty, with a background of 
snow-covered mountains at every turn. 

About an hour before dark we reached the 
camp at which we had slept on September 3rd, 
when a bull moose came and looked at us from 
across the river. As soon as we halted Mr. 
Sheldon walked to some low bluffs overlooking 
the willow swamp at the edge of which we 
again intended to camp, taking with him besides 
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his rifle a birch bark trumpet with which to try 
and lure a moose within shot. 

Just as it was getting dusk he returned to 
camp as he had heard no response to his caUs, and 
moreover coTild plainly hear the noise we were 
making, chopping wood, which he thought 
would scare away any moose that might be near 
at hand. He had scarcely got into camp, how- 
ever, when Louis, who had been getting water 
from the river, came rushing in, saying that a 
bull moose was coming on in answer to Mr. 
Sheldon's calling. 

For some moments we all stood listening to 
the loud grunting of the moose, which we could 
plainly hear, apparently on the bluff beyond the 
willow swamp, about five hundred yards away, 
close to where Mr. Sheldon had been calling. 
He and I then went off with Louis towards the 
sound, and as I did not want to interfere in any 
way with my friend's chance of shooting the 
moose, I did not take a rifle, but only accom- 
panied him as a spectator. Just outside our 
camp Louis gave another call or two on the 
birch bark horn to encourage the approaching 
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CALLING UP A MOOSE. 229 

bull, which kept on grunting loudly, and was 
evidently coming straight towards us. 

After a little while it left off grunting, and 
we all crouched down amongst the willow scrub, 
watching and listening. Louis then gave a low 
call close down on the ground, but there was no 
answering grunt. Suddenly, however, although 
we had never heard a sound denoting that a 
large animal was forcing its way through the 
thick willow scrub, something white and ghostly 
appeared above the bushes. Nearer and nearer, 
but without the faintest sound, this whitish 
object seemed to float towards us, looking 
like a gigantic moth, till it rose clear of 
the bushes, apparently within twenty yards 
of us. Then the great dark form of a large 
animal, that we knew was a big bull moose, 
loomed up in front of us, its head sur- 
mounted by a mighty pair of wide-spreading 
antlers, which looked quite white in the dusk 
of the evening. 

There was still a little light in the sky behind 
us, and Mr. Sheldon afterwards told me that he 
could see the sights of his rifle quite plainly, 
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and had got a perfect alignment on the bull's 
broad chest when it suddenly halted* We 
found by actual measurement the next morning 
that it had only been twenty-^five yards away 
from us. It would have come m.uch nearer, 
Louis said, had it not seen Mr. Sheldon raise 
his rifle. After a moment of intense suspense 
there was a loud click, and the nioose swung 
round and rushed off through the willow 
scrub. 

The rifle had missed fire, and my friend's 
last chance of securing a really fine moose 
head — ^and I am quite sure it was a big one 
— was lost True, he was able to throw the 
unexploded cartridge from the breech of his 
Mannlicher and fire three shots at the startled 
moose as it rushed through the willow scrub, 
but these were the veriest snap shots, fired 
more at the sound of breaking willows — for in 
its flight the moose made noise enough — than 
anything else, and as far as we could discover 
the next morning none of them had taken 
effect. A more cruel mischance than this 
missfire I have never known, nor have I ever 
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Been a man take a great disappointment better 
than my friend- 
Had sndh bitter bad luck at any time be- 
fallen the prophet Job, I think it is extremely 
probable that he might have used language 
of a character most damaging to his reputa- 
tion. 

One often hears that it is only possible tc 
call up a bull moose by imitating the cry of 
the cow, after a great deal of practice, and 
that moose calling is an art so difficult of 
Bcqtdrement, that it has always proved to be 
beyond the powers of any but a very few 
white men. 

This may be the case in New Brunswick and 
other parts of Eastern Canada, where moose 
have become very wary and suspicious, but in 
the Yukon country where they have never yet 
been deceived and led astray by spurious 
imitations of the female voice, I fancy that ji 
bull moose when in a condition of amorous 
frenzy, would probably come to investigate any 
noise that even remotely resembled the bellow- 
of a cow. At any rate Mr. Sheldon had had nc 
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experience of moose calling and had only taken 
a few lessons from Louis before successfully 
calling up the bull, whose narrow escape from 
death I have just narrated. 

Later on when we were looking for caribou 
on Plateau Mountain, lower down the course of 
the Macmillan River, my friend approached to 
within a short distance of a bull moose, which 
he did not want to shoot as its horns were not 
large. Having his birch bark horn with him, 
he thought he would try and call it up, but 
though he kept on calling for all he was worth 
for some time and in the most plaintive of 
tones, the bull never paid the slightest attention 
to his counterfeit blandishments, and showed 
neither alarm nor curiosity at the sound. This 
bull I imagine had passed the period of frenzy 
which annually takes possession of his kind in 
early autumn, and had no longer any desire for 
female society. 

The grunting of the bull moose as it 
approached Mr. Sheldon's caU, was very 
peculiar, and seemed to come from the throat. 
There was something disagreeable about the 
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sound as it reminded me irresistibly of a human 
being in the throes of sea-sickness. 

Just about this same time, in the last days of 
September, Mr. Rungius, who had had some 
experience of moose calling in New Brunswick, 
called up two bull moose in one evening. Mr. 
Osgood was with him, and told me all about it 
later on. 

The first moose was a yoimg bull, and came 
up to the call very rapidly. He not only kept 
grunting loudly, but continually clashed his 
horns against the trees and bushes. When he 
was quite close, but amongst some very thick 
spruce trees, another bull was heard approach- 
ing, and came into fuU view at a distance of 
about three hundred yards. He seemed to be 
a very large animal with a fine pair of horns, 
but, imf ortunately, when he came near and drove 
off the younger bull, it was too dark to see him 
or to shoot. Still this was another case of a 
white man, who could not have had any very 
great experience in moose calling, succeeding 
in overcoming the suspicions of two bulls, and 
luring them both within shot in one evening. 
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On the afternoon of September 26th we 
reached the forks of the Macmillan, and here 
we met two trappers, Messrs. Barr and Crosby, 
on their way up to a cabin we had seen dose 
to where we had left onr canoes, before going 
into the mountains to hunt. This cabin they 
had built the previous year, and they intended 
to spend the winter in it whilst engaged in 
trapping martens and beavers. During that 
time they and two other trappers, Messrs. 
RiddeU and Cameron, would be the only human 
beings in all the vast country drained by the 
two branches of the MacmiUan River, for there 
are no Indians in any part of this territory. 

We heard from the trappers that our Canadian 
friends had gone down the river from the South 
Fork, on their way to Dawson on the 23rd, and 
that Messrs. Osgood and Rungius were waiting 
for us in an old cabin on the main stream of the 
Macmillan, near Plateau Mountain. We subse- 
quently learned that the Canadian party had 
come across large herds of caribou in the 
mountains on the South Fork, and had shot 
eleven fine bulls, some of them with exception- 
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ally large heads. They had also killed two 
moose, two black bears, a wolf and a beaver ; 
biit had only seen three wild sheep — a ewe and 
lamb, and a two-year old ram. 

Mr. Sheldon and I might have shot a consider- 
able number of beavers^ as we saw several every 
day all the way down nearly to the jtinction of 
the Macmillan with the PeUy River. In the 
evening^ they were very tame, and as long as we 
made no noise would sit on the bank, watching 
the canoes as they drifted quietly past them, 
without showing any signs of alarm. Some- 
times they even swam out to examine the 
strange apparitions, diving down when quite 
close to us, and after having got our wind, I 
suppose. 

la diving, as I have previously related, the 
beaver always brings its large flat tail down on 
the water with a loud slap that can be heard at a 
considerable distance. This action is said to 
be an alarm signal, and certainly ought to give 
notice to all other beavers within hearing that 
one of their number had dived under water in 
a hurry. However, on two occasiona when a 
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beaver made a loud slap with his tail on diving 
down close to my canoe, there was another 
beaver sitting on the bank within twenty yards, 
which was apparently imdisturbed by the sound, 
as it remained where it was and did not nm 
into the water. 

During the time we had been away up the 
North Fork the beavers had done an immense 
amount of work, and had laid up enormous 
stores of food in the shape of the upper 
branches of the cotton wood trees which they 
had feUed in great numbers. These branches 
were now packed imder water, and extended 
for many yards below the houses they had 
built along the banks of the river, for the most 
part only just above the water level. 

Neither Mr. Sheldon nor I ever attempted to 
kiU one of these beavers, as we had not the 
heart to destroy such wise and industrious 
animals. Most of them will, however, I fear, be 
trapped during the next few years. 

The mild weather which had set in on 
September 24th lasted until the night of the 
29th, when the sky again cleared and it became 




POPLAR TREES CUT DOWN BY 
BEAVERS ON THE MACMILLAN RIVER. 
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cold. During the intervening six days it 
rained almost incessantly day and night. 

On September 27th we rejoined our friends, 
Messrs. Osgood and Rungius, at an old cabin 
near the foot of the Plateau Mountain. Mr. 
Rimgius had shot a fine bull moose at Russell 
Creek, with a remarkably handsome head, with 
fine long palms, long graceful points, and a 
spread of fifty-six inches. He had also shot in 
the same district a caribou cow with a nice 
pair of horns, and had the luck to get a bear 
at each carcase. Both of these were fair-sized 
animals, the one a grizzly, the other a brown 
bear. 

Mr. Osgood had been principally engaged in 
collecting small mammals and birds, but he had 
tramped all over the Russell Mountains in 
search of sheep, of which he wanted to procure 
specimens, but had not come across any, 
although he had seen tracks. 

Whilst waiting for us our friends had spent 
a few days hunting on Plateau Mountain, and 
had killed three caribou. One of these shot by 
Mr. Rimgius had very large but very ugly horns. 
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They measured fifty-one inches from the bmr 
to the top of the main beam, and were very 
thick and heavy, but with very little palmation 
anywhere. At this carcase Mr. Rungius had 
again had the good fortune to find and kill a 
wolverine with a long shot. The day before 
we reached the cabin Mr. Osgood had shot a 
young bull moose close to the bank of the 
river. Its horns had a spread of forty-eight 
inches. 

It was near this camp that Mr. Rungius had 
caVed up the two moose buUs one evening, of 
which I have already spoken. As Mr. Sheldon 
and I wished to have another try for caribou, we 
decided to " pack " up to the edge of the timber 
line on Plateau Mountain, and see if we could 
come across any of these animals on its flat 
grassy summit, our friends agreeing to wait for 
us further down the river. 

On September 28th it rained so hard that we 
could do nothing, so we all took a day's rest in 
the shelter of the cabin. The following morning, 
too, broke in rain and mist, but as it looked a 
little better after breakfast, Mr. Sheldon and I, 
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with Coghlan and Louis, commenced to climb 
the mountain, carrying light packs, whilst our 
friends and Gage started down river in their 
canoe. As the day went on the weather improved, 
and early in the night the sky became quite 
clear. At the same time it became rapidly 
colder, and before morning the temperature 
must have fallen to below zero. 

On our way up the mountain we came across 
a very large porcupine, which, as usual with 
these animals, made no attempt to hurry out of 
our way, but came to a halt when anyone 
approached it, and stood ready to strike its 
enemies with its spiny tail. When one held 
the sole of one's boot close above its back it 
would give a flick and leave several short quills 
sticking in the leather or rubber. These little 
quills have serated edges, and if they should 
pierce the skin of an animal that cannot at once 
extract them, they work gradually deeper and 
deeper into the flesh ; so that in spite of its 
slothful movements the porcupine of North 
America is probably but seldom molested by 
predatory animals. 
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During the intense cold of the winter months 
near the Arctic circle the hairy coat of the por- 
cupine, which in more temperate regions is 
quite short, becomes so long and thick that its 
quills are completely hidden from view. 

On Friday, September 30th, the weather was 
bright and clear, but very cold, with a strong 
wind blowing from the north. Mr. Sheldon 
and I had a long day's tramp, he taking the 
right hand beat from our camp and I the left. 
I took Louis with me, and we first climbed to 
the top of Plateau Mountain, and, after crossing 
to the further side, made a long round back 
over the shoulders, climbing up and down many 
gulches, and reaching camp just at dark. We 
foimd the snow lying pretty deep on the flat 
top of the mountain, and crossed no caribou 
tracks at all. 

In the evening I saw and might have shot a 
moose bull with a fairly good head, but I spared 
it, as I did not want to be lumbered up with 
anything but a really fine pair of horns. 

Mr. Sheldon came across the tracks of some 
sheep, and followed them a long way to an out- 
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lying spur of the moimtain, but failed to over- 
take them. On his way back to camp he saw 
a caribou cow with a small calf and two bull 
moose, both with bad heads, the one only having 
one horn. It was one of these bulls that he 
tried to call up to him, but without success, by 
grunting and bellowing through a birch bark 
trumpet in a manner which Louis declared to 
be like the cry of a moose cow. 

It now seemed clear that the caribou had left 
the open summit of Plateau Mountain, and we 
could not afford the time to look for them on 
the neighbouring ranges, as with the return of 
the cold weather it was necessary to get out of 
the country before the rivers froze solid. We 
therefore returned to the cabin at the foot of 
the mountain on the following day, and on 
October 2nd once more started in our canoes 
for Selkirk, overtaking our friends about noon 
the next day. 

The nights were now very cold, and the river 

became so full of large sheets of floating ice 

that our progress was very much impeded. On 

several occasions these masses of floating ice 

16 
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quite filled the river from side to side, and we 
could do nothing but travel with the pack until 
we got to broader reaches and were able to find 
open channels again amongst the floes. 

On the morning of October 4:th a piece of 
hard ice knocked a hole in my canoe near the 
bow, and we had to go adbore and plug it up. 
The same evening we reached the mouth of 
Kalzas River, and in the large cabin there 
found that a French Canadian, named I.ebel, 
had established himself and meant to pass the 
winter trapping. We here got an old fruit tin, 
and with this and a small packet of copper 
nails which I had brought with me from Dawson, 
Louis patched up my injtired canoe most suc- 
cessfully. 

We spent the night in the cabin with Lebel, 
who insisted upon opening a tin of butter for 
our benefit, though we were just getting back 
to civilization, and he was about to spend a 
long dreary winter in the wilds. However, we 
were able to give him a good supply of fresh 
meat, and all the flour and bacon and moose fat 
we did not require to take us into Selkirk. 
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Lebel told me that he had been bom at 
RimouskijOn the Lower St. Lawrence, in Eastern 
Canada, and had left home thirty years before, 
when only sixteen years of age. Ever since that 
time he had lived in the woods trapping and 
hnnting, moving ever westwards towards the 
setting snn. On the discovery of the Klondyke 
goldfields he had crossed the Rocky Momitains 
and tried his hand at prospecting, but had soon 
taken to the woods again. He was evidently 
an expert canoeman, as he had poled and 
tracked* his loaded canoe all by himself 
from Selkirk up the lower Pelly into the 
Macmillan. 

On the morning of October 6th, the day after 
we had parted from Lebel, we foxmd the ice 
badly jammed in the narrow gorge above the 
canyon of the Pelly River, which we had 
entered on the previous afternoon. At one 
time it really seemed as if we would be unable 
to get through, but fortimately the jam had 
only just been formed,. and the several pieces 
of ice were not frozen together, and as the 

* i.tf., towed or hauled. 
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stream swept into and through the canyon at 
a terrific pace it kept everything moving. 

In the rapids below the canyon the ice got 
very much broken up, and between the grinding 
£oeB and a good number of rocks, either jutting 
out from, or just below, the surface of the water, 
there seemed to be a good chance of getting 
one of our canoes smashed, but the danger was, 
I think, less than it appeared. At any rate we 
got all our canoes safely through without any 
mishap and reached Selkirk after dark on the 
evening of October 7th. 

On our way down stream from Lebel's cabin 
to Selkirk we saw a fine black bear one 
morning looking for berries on a hillside above 
the river. My friends all insisted that I should 
go after it as I had never yet shot a bear, but 
though I got to land without apparently attract- 
ing its attention, it winded me and made off 
over the top of the hill before I could get 
within shot. 

We also saw a wolf, a fine cross fox, and 
several lynxes on the open beaches near the 
edge of the river, but neither of the first 
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mentioned animals and only one of the lynxes 
was bagged from the canoes. This animal fell 
to Mr. Sheldon's rifle. 

Of birds very few species were seen, but 
every day we disturbed a few harlequin ducks, 
and mergansers on the river, and saw a few 
hawks and ravens in the trees along the banks. 
These latter appeared to be very hungry, as 
when they sighted the meat in the canoes they 
flew round and roimd croaking loudly just 
above our heads. 

One day, too, we came on a solitary American 
herring gull, a bird of the year in grey 
plumage, all by itself and evidently starving. 
It followed our canoes for miles until we went 
ashore for our midday meal, and then alighted 
on the shore-ice close to us. We threw it some 
pieces of meat, which it swallowed greedily, and 
the amount it ate before we again proceeded on 
our journey would have made a good meal for 
a hungry man. We left it standing on the ice 
absolutely gorged, but still surroimded by 
many pieces of meat, and never saw it again. 
What it was doing so far inland and aU by 
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itself, 80 long after all other gulls which 
breed on the Yukon and Pelly Rivers had 
left for the sea-coast, I do not know. 

With our return to Selkirk my pleasant 
little trip into the wilds of the Yukon territory 
came to an end. The North Fork of the 
Macmillan is a hard country in which to 
tmdertake a hunt as Mr. Sheldon and I had 
done, without a guide or any Indian packers, 
or other means of transport, but as both the 
moose and caribou grow very large in that 
district, and bears and wild sheep are also to 
be found there, it is undoubtedly a tempting 
locality for a hunter. 

The great trouble is the shortness of the 
season during which it is possible to hunt, for 
the antlers of moose and caribou are not clear 
of velvet before the first week in September, 
and it is not safe to remain in the country 
after October Ist at the latest for fear of 
getting frozen in. 

Still, whatever its drawbacks may be from 
the point of view of the big game hunter, I 
found the Yukon territory a most fascinating 
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country in which to spend a holiday. Its 
climate is splendidly health-giving and in- 
vigorating, its mountain and river scenery 
superb, and there is stiU a feir quantity of 
game to be found in those districts that have 
not yet been touched by miners and meat- 
himters. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

A JOURNEY TO KING GEOEGE'S 
LAKE, NEWFOUNDLAND. 



A GLANCE at any map of Newfoundland will 
show that in the interior of the south-western 
portion of that island there is a small lake 
named after KingGeorge theFourth,out of which 
there runs a river connecting it with Red Indian 
Lake by way of Lloyd's Pond. 

King George the Fourth's Lake, I was in- 
formed by Mr. Howley, the veteran explorer and 
surveyor of so much of the interior of New- 
foundland, had been discovered by a surveyor 
named Cormack in about 1630, and named 
by him after the reigning sovereign of that 
time. 
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After Connack's discovery it was, however, 
never again seen by a white man nntilMr.Howley 
himself visited it in 1875, since which time, to 
the best of the latter's knowledge and belief, 
no one else had ever been there. 

This does not mean that there is any great 
diflficulty in getting to King George's Lake, bnt 
it proves, I think, that the interior of Newfound- 
land has no attractions for the white inhabitants 
of the island, all of whom live on the seaboard, 
and depend for their living almost entirely on 
the cod fishery, and the annual slaughter of 
seals on the ice floes off the coast of Labrador. 

In the autumn of 1905 I paid my third visit 
to Newfoundland in order to see something of 
the interior of the island, as well as shoot a few 
caribou. 

The latter ambition, had it been the sole 
object of my journey, might have been satisfied 
easily enough quite close to the railway line 
which crosses the island, but I love to hunt and 
study the habits of game whenever possible in 
wild and little-known districts, and I therefore 
determined to try and reach the lake which 
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Mr. Howley thought that no one but himself 
had visited since Cormack first discovered it 
more than seventy years ago. 

Having arrived at Millertown, the lumber 
camp at the north-eastern end of Red Indian 
Lake, on October 6th, I was enabled through 
the kindness of Mr. Beeton, Lord Northcliffe's 
agent, who put his little steamer at my disposal, 
to reach the south-western extremity of that 
lake early on the following afternoon. After 
having had something to eat I put all my 
belongings into my twenty-foot Peterborough 
canoe and at once commenced the ascent of 
the Exploits River (locally known as Lloyd's 
River). 

I had two excellent men with me, Joseph 
Geange and Samuel Smart, both of Alexander 
Bay, typical Newfoundlanders, strong, hardy ^ 
good-tempered and willing. We got on 
splendidly together all through the trip, and 
I never wish to meet with better companions 
with whom to journey through a wild and 
somewhat rough coimtry. 

Although our progress was slow owing to the 
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shaUowness of the water in many parts of the 
river, we met with no difficulties in the way of 
falls or dangerous rapids, and reached Lloyd's 
Lake soon after midday on the morning of the 
10th without once having had to take our canoe 
out of the water. 

The lumberers from Millertown> we foxmd, had 
cut all the best timber cm both banks of the 
river as far as Lloyd's Lake, and for two or 
three miles along the western shore of the lake 
itself. B^ond that point, however, no lumber- 
ing at all had been done, and since the aboriginal 
Indians had died out, the country had remained 
uninhabited and imdisturbed. 

Lloyd's River runs between two lines of hills 
which rise to a height of between one thousand 
and two thousand feet, the lower portions being 
densely wooded. The caribou do not seem to 
frequent the valley of the river or to cross it in 
any number during migration. At any rate we 
saw none of the animals themselves and but few 
tracks either on our way to Lloyd's Lake or on 
the return journey. On the other hand, they 
cross the lower end of Lloyd's Lake, which is 
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about a mile in breadth, and Red Lidian Lake, 
which i& some five miles across, in great mxat- 
bers, and later on I had the pleasure of watch- 
ing several bands swimming swiftly and easily 
across both these sheets of water. 

Just before reaching Lloyd's Lake I picked 
up a little auk, which could only have been 
dead a few hours. It had doubtless been blown in 
from the sea, and had perished from exhaustion 
and hunger. 

We had scarcely emerged from the swift- 
flowing river into the smooth waters of the lake, 
when I made out a caribou crossing a small 
marsh about half a mile ahead. On approach- 
ing closer it seemed, although a large animal, 
to be hornless, and we thought it was a doe ; 
but whatever it was I determined to shoot it if 
possible, as we were very meat-hungry, having 
had nothing but bacon to eat since leaving 
Millertown. 

As we approached nearer to the unsuspicious 
animal, which never seemed to notice the 
canoe gliding silently but swiftly towards it, I 
saw that it had small horns. 
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It then left the marsh, and walked along the 
shore of a wooded promontory, and was 
browsing on some bushes when I fired at and 
killed it from the canoe at a distance of not 
more than fifty yards. 

It proved to be a good-sized stag, and 
judging by its teeth must have been five or 
six years old, but it carried a miserable little 
pair of horns. However, I had not shot it for 
its head but for its meat, and that if not fit for 
a king was at least very good for a hungry 
man. 

Although it was still early in the day we 
camped at once alongside the carcase of the 
slain deer, and were soon feasting on fried 
steaks with appetites that any primeval savage 
might have envied. 

Whilst waUdng along the lake-shore in the 
evening I came across the stump of a large 
birch tree that had been cut down by beavers 
apparently about two years previously, but I 
saw no fresher indications of these animals. 

On the morning of October 11th, with a 
strong wind behind us, we ran down Lloyd's 




GEANGE AND SMART AT THE CAMP 
ON THE EXPLOITS RIVER. 
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Lake, which is about seven miles long by a 
mile or so in breadth, very quickly, but after 
reaching the mouth of the river which runs 
into it from King George's Lake, we were able 
to make but very slow progress, for although 
we worked hard for the rest of the day we 
were still not much more than two miles from 
the lake when it began to get dark. We had 
had to carry the load and then drag the empty 
canoe over the shallows almost the whole way. 
We saw fresh bear tracks in the evening. 

On the following morning we had the same 
diflficulties to contend with, and found it 
impossible to get the canoe along without first 
lightening it, so we carried half the load for 
about a mile-and-arhalf along the river's bank. 
Then Smart and Geange went back and 
brought up the canoe with the rest of the load. 
This took them three hours. 

Whilst my men were bringing up the canoe 

I walked three or four miles up the river. On 

my way I met a caribou doe and fawn coming 

down. At this point there was a space of 

about five or six yards of ground strewn with 

17 
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boulders and stones between the running water 
and a high steep bank covered with dense 
forest. 

When I first saw the deer they were about 
one hundred and fifty yards away, and as the 
wind was blowing down stream they cotdd not 
possibly scent me, so I sat down on a rock and 
waited for them. They came slowly along, 
picking their way amongst the stones, and 
every now and again halting to feed on the 
grass or the leaves of bushes growing on 
the bank. I sat in full view, about midway 
between the bank and the water, holding my 
rifle across my knees, and remained absolutely 
motionless. 

The doe never noticed me at all, and I 
am sure never for one moment imagined 
that I was not part of the stone on which 
I was sitting. She passed slowly between 
me and the bank, and at one time was certainly 
not four feet away from me. The fawn walked 
right on to me, and when its nose was almost 
touching my knees I think must have smelt me, 
as it stopped and stood looking into my face 
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with its nostrils twitching. I remained per- 
fectly still and it then turned aside, and walking 
past me rejoined its mother, without, however, 
seeming to have taken alarm. 

Directly they were past me these caribou got 
my wind, but even then they did not run, but 
just walked on till they were out of sight, con- 
tinually stopping and sniffing the wind, and 
holding their absurd little tails cocked up. 

During the afternoon, in spite of our utmost 
efforts, we only advanced about a mile up the 
river, which was very swift, shallow, and full 
of rocks and boulders. 

On October 13th I came to the conclusion 
that at our present rate of progress it would 
take at least ten days to reach King George's 
Lake with the canoe, and so determined to 
leave it and proceed on foot, just taking a very 
light cotton sheet, twelve feet by eight feet, and 
only weighing eight poimds, to protect us from 
the weather at nights, and our blankets, and 
enough tea, sugar, and flour to last us ten days 
or a fortnight, if we always had plenty of 
meat. 
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We stowed all the provisions we left behind 
in bags, which we suspended from the branches 
of trees with our towing rope, so that no prowl- 
ing bear could get at them. 

During our first day's walk along the river 
we saw several caribou but no big stag. These 
caribou were all curiously tame. Two of them 
allowed us to walk along one side of the river, 
whilst they kept pace with us on the other, and 
less than one hundred yards away from us, for 
more than a mile, when they at last turned into 
the forest. As the wind was blowing down 
stream they did not scent us, and I imagine 
they had never before seen human beings. 

In the afternoon we reached the entrance to 
a canyon, where the river is confined to a 
narrow channel running between rocky bluffs. 
We experienced a great deal of trouble follow- 
ing the river along this part of its course, 
hampered as we were with our packs, and also 
found it very difficult to reach a place where it 
was possible to camp. Finally we made a bad 
camp just at dark. Late in the evening we 
passed a young caribou stag. 
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On the following day we had a good deal of 
light rain, and this was the beginning of a 
spell of bad weather, which lasted with in- 
frequent intermissions for over a fortnight. 
During this time we seldom had any heavy 
rain, but light showers were continually falling. 
Our clothes were nearly always more or less 
soaked, but less from the rain than by the drip 
from the trees and bushes. Our blankets, too, 
often got rather wet at nights, as a sudden 
change of wind would sometimes cause the 
rain to beat in imder our shelter. 

During this spell of bad weather the wind 
changed to every point of the compass, but no 
matter from what quarter it came it always 
brought rain. However, in Newfoundland one 
can always find an abundance of dry wood, and 
build up big fires, and so no matter how wet 
we got during the day, we always dried every- 
thing in the evening, and turned in warm and 
comfortable. 

On the afternoon of October 16th we reached 
King George the Fourth's Lake, after a hard 
scramble along the rocky bank of the river 
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almost all the way from where we had left 
the canoe. 

We had seen caribou every day whilst 
travelling, but no big stags. I had been 
obliged to shoot a young stag, however, for 
meat. This animal heard us climbing over 
some rocks, and at once came charging out of 
the forest on the other side of the river, 
gnmting repeatedly. No doubt he thought 
the noise he had heard had been made by a 
caribou doe or a rival stag. 

He was not satisfied when he saw three men 
with packs on their backs on the further side of 
the river, but at once plunged into the swift- 
flowing stream, and came half wading, half 
swimming towards us. When half way across 
the river he got our wind, and after standing 
snifiing the breeze for a considerable time 
turned back. As his head was not good 
enough to keep as a trophy, I should have let 
him go, but my men thought it would be 
advisable to kill him, and take some of the 
meat on with us, caching the remainder for 
use on our return journey. 
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I spent some days hunting over the bogs 
and "barrens" lying between the point where 
the E3qploit8 River flows out of King George's 
Lake, and a line of hills which is part of a 
range extending to the north-eastern end of 
Lloyd's Lake. This range has a general 
elevation of about two thousand feet, and 
was known in former days to the Lidians 
by the name of " Annieopsquatsch." There 
are no Lidians there now, but when Mr. Howley 
surveyed this part of the country he retained 
the ancient name for this range of hills. 

Li spite of the wretched weather I saw a 
good many caribou near King George's Lake. 
They were all over the open grassy bogs in 
herds of from eight or ten to over twenty, a big 
old master stag with each herd. There can be 
no doubt, I think, that the caribou in this 
district never migrate to the north across the 
railway line. 

All along the river from Lloyd's Lake we had 
seen numbers of small spruce trees broken to 
pieces in the early autumn by stags when 
clearing their horns of velvet, which is a 
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certain proof that they had passed the siunmer 
in the vicinity. All the deer, too, that we saw 
in this neighbourhood were quiescent, and not 
travelling. But although I saw a number of 
big heavy old stags, I did not find a single one 
with a really good head. 

On the evening of the day on which we 
reached King George's Lake, we saw a herd of 
about twenty caribou, most of which were lying 
down, on an open piece of ground beyond the 
river. I was unable, however, to make out 
with my glasses, whether or no there was a 
big stag with them, and as it was already late 
I did not go after them. 

The following day broke in mist and 
showers of cold sleety rain, but as we wanted 
meat Geange and I crossed the river soon after 
breakfast and went up over the broken ground 
where we had seen the caribou feeding on the 
preceding evening. Between the river and 
this open ground we had to pass through a 
belt of brushwood, and got almost wet through 
to the skin by the drip from the trees. As we 
trudged on through the boggy ground, into 
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which we sank ankle-deep at every step, the 
weather became simply awful. Shower after 
shower of sleety rain, driven by a hurricane of 
wind, constantly obscured the desolation of the 
surrounding landscape, but as we were already 
pretty weU wet through we determined to 
make a good round before returning to camp. 

After we had been walking slowly across the 
wind for a couple of hours — ^you cannot go very 
fast through a Newfoundland bog — ^we came 
upon a single caribou — a young stag or a doe 
with horns. We passed this animal and 
presently saw several more upon the sky-line 
to leeward. 

Leaving my companion behind, I approached 
these to within three himdred yards behind a 
few small bushes, and saw that there was a big 
stag with them, but the wind-driven sleet was 
beating into my face and I could not use my 
binoculars nor make out his horns at all well 
with my eyes, but they seemed to me to be 
fairly long. He had about twenty does with 
him, so I thought that he must be a pretty 
good one that had driven off a lot of weaker 
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stags. Between the little bush from which I 
was watching and the caribou there was 
nothing but open level grassy marsh without 
any kind of cover. 

As I was debating what to do, a single doe 
or a young stag — it had smaU horns — came 
across the marsh from behind me, evidently 
intending to join the herd. As it passed me at 
a distance of two hundred or three hundred 
yards, it got my wind, and instead of turning 
back again, as I had hoped it would do, it ran 
on and joined the herd, and at once communi- 
cated its fears and suspicions to aU its members. 
Up till now most of these had been lying down, 
but they at once all got up, and the whole herd 
then commenced to walk away from me, so 
I left my screen and followed them across 
the open ground, walking in a crouching 
attitude. 

They presently saw me, but could not make 
me out in the mist and rain, and I approached 
without any cover whatever to within two 
hundred yards of them, before they commenced 
to run, not straight away, but circling round. 
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evidendy with the intention of getting my 
wind. 

As soon as I conld get a clear shot at the 
stag, I fired with the two hundred yards' sight 
up, and heard the bullet tell. He only ran 
about one hundred yards and then fell dead. 
My bullet had struck him just behind the 
shoulder and gone right through him a little 
low down, but it must have pierced his 
heart. 

As I was walking up to him another small 
herd of caribou accompanied by a big old stag 
came trotting into view, and presently passed 
within two hundred yards of me. The stag 
was a big old fellow, and I think I ought to 
have shot him, as I might very easily have done, 
as his horns, though not very long, were finely 
palmated on the brow and bez tines, but as his 
head was certainly not as good as some I had 
got in previous years, and as I had already slain 
one fine animal, I let him go. 

The stag I had killed was a big one, but he 
was very much run down and stank most offen- 
sively, the meat being almost uneatable. His 
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horns, too, though well-shaped, were disappoint- 
ing, being not nearly as heavy as they had 
appeared through the rain. We got back to 
camp early in the afternoon with the head and 
some very poor meat, and spent the rest of the 
day drying our clothes before a big fire. 

The wet stormy weather continued without 
intermission for nearly four days, and after 
a respite of only a few hours, came on again 
worse than ever. 

In spite of the rain I went out with Geange 
every day. We got wet through regularly — 
more from the drip off the trees and bushes 
than from the rain itself, which was never 
heavy — but were always able to dry our clothes 
on returning to camp before the roaring fire 
which Smart had waiting for us. 

On October 18th we went into some high 
" barrens " to the north-west of the lake but saw 
no caribou at all, although the whole country 
was covered with their tracks. I think they 
had all left the open ground and taken shelter 
from the wind-driven sleet storms in the sur- 
rounding forests, where the spruce trees grow 
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so thickly together that it would be ahnost 
impossible to get within sight of any animal 
that had ears to hear. 

On the following day we crossed the river 
and hunted through the coimtry in which I had 
shot the stag two days before. I was deter- 
mined to shoot the first caribou doe that I came 
across, as the meat of the stag last shot was really 
imfit for human food. As luck would have it, 
we came on a single doe within a mile of camp. 
I had no difl&culty in getting close up to and 
despatching this animal, which was in fair con- 
dition, though not at aU fat. After cleaning the 
carcase we left it and went on to look for a stag 
with a good head. 

The bogs were now wetter than ever, and as 
we plodded on through the fine rain we were 
constantly sinking up to our knees in the soft 
spongy ground. The whole world seemed half 
drowned, and I believe that if Noah could have 
come to life again at this particular time and 
place and remembered his former experiences 
upon earth, he would at once have commenced 
to build another ark. 
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About midday we came on a stag with five 
does,but it did not seem to be a very large animal, 
and its horns were smaU and light. We passed 
these caribou below the wind so as not to disturb 
them, and about an hour later sighted another 
herd, several of which were lying down just on 
the edge of a patch of forest. Getting a little 
nearer I soon saw there was a stag with them, 
which I hoped might be the possessor of a fine 
head. These caribou were in an excellent 
position for a stalk, as the wind was blowing 
across the open marsh into the piece of forest 
on the edge of which they were. 

Under the shelter of the trees and taking care 
not to make the slightest noise, I approached 
to within fifty yards of the stag, and studied 
his head closely. But though he was a fine 
large animal, and his brow and bez tines were 
fairly well developed, the tops of his horns 
were very poor, which is a common fault in 
the heads of caribou stags in Newfoimdland. 
I held his life in my hand and the bad 
development of the tops of his horns was the 
only thing that saved it. As it was I crept 
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back again without disturbing him, and left 
him, all miconscious of my inspection, in 
charge of the twelve does which formed his 
harem. 

After this we did not travel much further as 
we were very wet and imcomf ortable, and the 
weather showed no signs of clearing up. On 
our way home we passed the carcase of the doe 
I had shot in the morning, and cutting off the 
two hindquarters carried them to camp. 

On the two days on which Geange and 
I had hunted to the south-east of our camp we 
had seen some very likely-looking coimtry for 
caribou stretching away for miles towards the 
mountain range with the curious Indian name 
which I have mentioned above. 

I determined, therefore, after a consultation 
with my companions on the evening of October 
the 19th, to leave our camp on the shore of 
King George's Lake on the following morning, 
and march through this country to the foot of 
the mountains, and from there back to where 
we had left our canoe and store of provisions 
on the river. 
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Although we had now but little to carry in the 
way of provisions, except a few pounds of flour 
and a little tea and sugar, yet the wet tarpaulin, 
together with cooking utensils, the men's 
blankets, a haunch of venison, and the caribou 
head and scalp, which I had preserved, made 
up two good loads for the men, whilst I carried 
my own blankets, spare clothing and rifle. 

When day broke on the morning of October 
20th the rain had stopped but the sky looked 
dark and lowering. A strong wind was 
blowing from the south-west, before which 
showers of sleety rain were frequently driven 
almost horizontally across the waterlogged 
country. Early in the afternoon, however, it 
cleared up a little, and we once more saw some 
blue sky and caught a glimpse of the sun. 

In the course of the morning we saw several 
small bands of caribou which, however, all got 
our wind, as it was blowing from behind us. 
Soon after midday we espied a large herd away 
to our right in the middle of an open marsh. 
We could see there was a big stag with them, 
but as it was just then raining I could not tell 
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very well what his horns were like, though I 
could see with my glasses that he had got 
horns. As it was about time for a rest and a 
cup of tea, I told my men to make a fire in 
a small patch of timber just in front of us, 
whilst I went to look at the stag. 

As I had got the wind right, and as there 
was not a stick of cover between me and the 
caribou, I simply walked straight towards them 
across the bog. They did not appear to notice 
me imtil I was within three himdred yards of 
them ; then they all stood looking at me until 
I had approached well within shot. 

The horns of the stag looked to me very fine, 
and I was quite near enough to take a shot at 
him, but the cold, sleety rain was beating 
straight into my eyes in such a way that I 
found it impossible to do so. Then an old doe 
started ofE at a trot, all the rest of the herd fol- 
lowing, and the stag bringing up the rear. 
They only ran about one hundred yards, then 
wheeling round again stood looking at me for a 
few moments, and then, with noses outstretched, 

came trotting back towards me. 

18 
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I iiaa,giiie that these caribou had never seen 
a human being before, and, not knowing what 
I wae, wanted to have a closer view and get my 
wind. They came and stood within one hundred 
yards of me, and the old stag looked a grand 
beast, with his great white neck and broadly 
palmated horns, but the sleet was cutting into 
my eyes and half blinding me, and I found it 
quite impossible to get a sight on him. 

Not knowing what to make of me the caribou 
soon trotted off again for a short distance, and 
then, breaking into a gallop, comn>enced to 
circle round to get my wind. This enabled me 
very soon to turn my left cheek to the wind 
and rain, and get my right eye into shelter. 
Hastily drying it with the comer of my coat, I 
was once more able to look along my rifle 
barrel and see the sights plainly. 

The caribou just then all halted, and the old 
stag swinging roimd stood facing me. I took a 
steady shot at him from a sitting position with 
the two himdred yards' sight, and aa he turned 
again I thought I heard the buUet strike. 
He did not run one hundred yards before 
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f aUing over, and when I came up to him he 
was quite dead. My bullet had struck him ia 
the middle of the dtiest and must have passed 
through his heart. This stag earned a pretty 
symmetrical head of thirty-six points, and 
though not large it was the best I came 
across during the trip. 

On hearing the shot my men came up, and 
I soon cut the stag's head off, and after having 
had a cup of tea and something to eat, I 
skinned it, and Smart then cut all the meat off 
the skull, which he tied on the top of his pack. 

Early in the afternoon we came to a splendid 
old stag lying fast asleep all by himself. I 
crept close up to him, but his horns though 
heavy were very uneven and altogether not at aU 
handsome, so I left him lying asleep. 

After this we had some very tiring walking 
through very wet marshes alternating with 
belts of gnarled and twisted pine scrub not 
more than three or four feet in height but 
growing so thickly matted together that it was 
only just possible to force one's way through 
it with a pack on one's back. Thia stunted 
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growth of pine trees is only met with on the 
high "barrens" of Newfoundland, and then only 
in comparatively narrow belts, but getting 
through even a few himdred yards of it tires 
one out. 

Late in the afternoon we approached a 
beautiful lake about three miles long by two 
in breadth, lying just under the moxmtain 
range towards which we had been directing 
our course. I ascertained afterwards from 
Mr. Howley that he did not know of the 
existence of this little lake, so it is quite 
possible that my two companions and myself 
were the only white men who had ever visited it. 

The ease with which one can discover new 
lakes in Newfoundland is one of the delights 
of travel in that country. Much of the interior 
of the island is yet unmapped, and as the whole 
country is full of " ponds " (as the lakes of all sizes 
are locally called) anyone who is enterprising 
enough to go off the beaten track after caribou 
will at once become an explorer in a small way. 

As we approached the lake we saw six herds 
of caribou feeding on an open grassy plain which 



MORE HERDS OF CARIBOU. 277 

lay just below us along its shore. There were 
from ten to twenty-five animals in each herd, 
two of which were within a few himdred yards 
of us, and the furthest not more than a mile 
away. With my glasses I could make out 
that there was one big stag with each herd, 
and the two nearest which I could see clearly 
with the naked eye, both looked fairly good 
ones. As, however, both my men were carry- 
ing a caribou head on the top of their packs 
I had determined not to shoot another stag 
imtil I had got these two to the point on the 
river where we had left the canoe. 

It was late that evening before we got our 
camp pitched on a small hiUock covered with 
pine and birch trees, close to the lake-shore, 
and by that time the sky had once more clouded 
over, although the two hours before sunset had 
been quite bright and fine. 

During the night rain again commenced to 
fall and the weather became very rough, nor 
did it cease to rain, except for short intervals, 
until the morning of October 22nd, when it 
commenced to snow. Before turning in, Smart 
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coaverted the last of our floux into flat cakes, 
baked in the frying-pan, and they were just 
about enough to last us until we reached our 
store on the river, if we did not delay very long 
in getting there. Besides the bread and a 
little tea we still had meat enough for a few 
more meals. 

Saturday, October 21st, was about as bad a 
day for travelling as one could well imagiae, 
all the beauties of the landscape being 
obscured by showers of sleety rain. Had we 
had more food I think we would have lain over 
a day under the shelter of our tarpaulin, hoping 
for better things on the morrow, but as it was 
we had to get on, so we made our way down 
through the soaking woods to the river, whi^h 
we reached at about midday, just in the middle 
of the narrow rocky canyon. 

For the last week we had been getting wet 
^Regularly every day, but there are degrees of 
wetness, and we were so thoroughly soaked 
when we finally waded waist-deep through the 
river, that I believe we were just as wet 
through above the water as below it. 
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We followed the coiirse of the river through 
the canyon with considerable difficulty, as it is 
very hard work clambering up and down 
steep places with a pack on one's back. We 
finally camped within a few miles of where 
we had left the canoe, and sat up till late 
drying our things by a roaring fire. We had 
kept our blankets dry in waterproof canvas 



It rained at intervals during the night, and 
when we woke up at daylight it was snowing. 
Light snowstorms continued to fall aU day, but 
in the afternoon the weather improved, and 
there were intervals when the sun shone out. 
A walk of two and a half hours down the river 
after breakfast brought us to the camp where 
we had left the canoe, and here we found 
everything as we had left it, untouched by 
bears or other animals. 

On the following morning (October 23rd), we 
started on an excursion into the country to the 
north of our camp, expecting to be able to 
reach open country within a short distance of 
the river. After making our way for a couple 
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of hours througli thick forest we came upon a 
large lake, several miles in length, and not 
marked, I think, on the most recent maps of 
Newfoundland. 

We were just approaching the lake-shore 
when, turning my head, I saw a large caribou 
stag standing on the water's edge, about two 
hundred yards away. 

Hastily slipping the pack from my back I 
got my rifle out of its case, loaded it, and 
sitting down, just got a shot, with the two 
hundred yards' sight up, as he was starting to 
nm. 

Thick scrubby bush grew close down to the 
edge of the lake, and into this he immediately 
disappeared. My men thought I had missed, 
but, although the stag was moving when I fired, 
I felt sure I had had the sight fairly on him 
when I puUed the trigger, so I ran round the 
water's edge as hard as I could to the place 
where he had disappeared from view, and 
almost immediately after entering the bush 
saw him standing with his head down, badly 
woimded, and killed him with another bullet. 
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He was a fine Bpecimen of a Newfoundland 
caribou, standing fifty-two and a half inches at 
the shoulder, and in fine coat, so as it was so 
near our camp on the river I preserved his skin 
entire, and getting it home in good condition, 
was finally able to add it to the zoological col- 
lection in the Natural History Museum, at South 
Kensington. 

After we had pitched camp, and whilst I was 
busy cleaning the skin of the stag just shot, 
herd after herd of caribou passed the end of 
the lake in full view from where we were 
sitting. These hBrds were all smaU, consisting 
of from three or four to ten animals. They 
were aU following the same trail, and were 
evidently migrating from the north-east to the 
south-west. Although they kept stopping to 
feed they travelled fast, often trotting as if 
alarmed. 

The behaviour of these migrating caribou — 
many more of which I saw a little later on — 
was altogether in very marked contrast to that 
of their near neighbours to the south of the 
river, near King George's Lake, which we had 
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always found either lying down or feeding 
qnietly on one spot. 

Although we saw several caribou stags in the 
course of the afternoon, none of them carried 
very good horns, so I let them aU pass un- 
molested. 

On the following day the weather was fairly 
fine except for occasional showers of sleet and 
snow. In the morning we climbed some trees 
on the top of a high wooded ridge, but coxdd 
see no sign of open ground, nothing but dense 
forest as far as the eye could reach. I resolved, 
therefore, to carry the caribou skin and head 
back to our camp on the river in the afternoon, 
and then return to the little lake where we had 
seen the six herds of caribou feeding at one 
time, in the hope of being able to find a stag 
with a good head amougst them. 

This trip, however, met with no success, for 
the weather once more turned so bad that aU 
the caribou left the open ground and took 
shelter in the woods, which were so thick that 
we could never see them there before they heard 
us. Whilst making our way up the river on 
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the first day, and when still close to camp, we 
met a stag with small but very pretty horns, 
which I shot. His teeth showed that he was 
qpiite an old animal. We cut off his head and 
haunches and hung them in a tree to await 
our return. 

During a three days' rouad, travelling,! should 
think, something like twenty miles a day, we 
did not meet with any good stags, though we 
saw a certain number of caribou every day. 

On the evening of October 27th we got back 
once more to our camp on the river. During 
the night the weather changed completely, 
the sky became bright and clear, and it froze 
hard. 

On the following morning we packed up, put 
our canoe once more in the water, and started 
down stream for Lloyd's Lake, which we reached 
very easily and quickly, as, after all the rain, the 
water was very much higher than when we 
came up the river. 

Reaching the top end of the lake before four 
o'clock, and finding the wind favourable^ we 
improvised a sail with our light tarpaulin, and 
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ninning before a strong breeze, reached an old 
lumbering camp about a mile and a half from 
the north-eastern end of the lake just as it was 
getting dark. We saw several caribou on the 
shore of Lloyd's Lake in the evening, amongst 
them a big stag. 

The following day being Sunday, and the 
morning being very rainy, we remained at the 
lumber camp, resting, and drying my skins by 
the heat of an old stove, to which Smart, 
with great ingenuity, had fitted several badly 
damaged pieces of piping, and at last got into 
good working order. In the evening the 
weather again cleared up, and I watched several 
caribou swim across the lake a little below the 
lumbering camp. They might very easily have 
walked round the shore of the lake and crossed 
the river at the end of it, which was less than 
one hundred yards in breadth, but they plunged 
into the water just where they struck it without 
any hesitation, and swam right across (a distance 
of over a mile) at marvellous speed. 

On Monday, October 30th, three caribou, a 
yoimg stag, a doe, and a last year's fawn, jumped 
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into the water and swam close past our canoe 
almost immediately we left the old lumber 
camp. We stopped paddling as soon as they 
entered the lake, and as they had not got our 
wind they did not take alarm at the sight of the 
canoe, but swam past within a hundred yards 
of us. They were then swimming very fast, but 
after they had got a little further out into the 
lake they scented us, and after stopping for a 
moment to look round, they went ofE at a greatly 
increased rate of speed. They very soon 
landed on the further shore, along which, after 
first having shaken themselves like dogs, they 
trotted for some distance before turning into 
the forest. 

No other animal that I have ever seen 
swimming keeps so much of its body above the 
water as a caribou. About a third of the 
whole length of the body is always above the 
surface, and the little saucy-looking tail, the 
underpart of which is snowy-white, is always 
carried cocked straight in the air. The 
buoyancy of the caribou when swimming is 
no doubt due to the peculiarity of its coat. 
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every hair of which is hollow and filled with 
air, so that these animalfi may be said to be 
clothed in a lifebelt 

After leaving Lloyd's Lake we proceeded 
down the Exploits River (inore commonly 
known as Lloyd's River) to the foot of a 
mountain known as Mount Ramsay, and camped 
at the mouth of a creek, which, judging by the 
amount of wat» it brought down, my men 
said must hav^ its source in a good-sized laka. 
The next morning, with packs on our back% 
we followed the course of the creek to the 
shoulder of Mount Ramsay and, putting down 
our loads, climbed nearly to the top of the 
mountain, in order to get a view over the 
surrounding country. To our right we could 
see a good-sized lake in which no doubt the 
creek whose course we had been following 
took its rise. To the nor1h.*-west lay a great 
expanse of open ground, the nearest part of 
which was not more than a couple of miles 
distant, though it took us some time to get 
through the intervening forest, which was 
very dense. 
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We pitched our camp about midday in a 
thick patch of forest just on the edge of some 
high " barrens " from which a splendid view of 
the country on ahead was obtainable. A chain 
of small lakes lay just below us, and beyond 
these a great stretch of open grassy marshes. 
Over these marshes I at once saw two lots 
of caribou passing, all of them travelling 
rapidly towards the south-west. 

After having had something to eat, I made 
a round in the afternoon past the nearest 
lake and on to the open ground beyond. I 
found the whole country covered with caribou 
paths, all leading from the north-east to the 
south-west, and judging by the way in which 
these trails were tracked up I have no hesitation 
in saying that several hundreds of caribou 
must have passed through these marshes 
alone during the previous month. JL)uring the 
afternoon we saw three big stags, one with a 
herd of does, and the other two travelling by 
themselves, but none of them had good heads, 
so I left them alone. 

On the morning of November 1st I took 
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both Smart and Geange with me on to the 
marshes beyond the lakes, as I wanted to bring 
back a good supply of meat to camp as well as 
a fine head if I could see a good stag. 

We soon spied a herd of eight caribou coming 
across the marsh, so leaving my companions 
in a hollow through which a small stream ran 
into one of the chain of lakes, I cut across in 
front of them to see if there was a good stag 
with them. 

I soon saw that the only male amongst them 
was not worth shooting, so let them all pass, 
and was then returning to where I had left 
Smart and Geange, when I saw another herd 
coming across the open ground and making 
straight for where my men were standing, 
though as they were in the bed of the creek 
the caribou were still invisible to them. 

The herd numbered ten animals, one of 
which I could see through my glasses was a 
good-sized stag. They came rapidly across 
the marsh, sometimes trotting, at others halting 
to eat a little moss or grass. It was presently 
evident that they were making exactly for the 
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spot where my men were sitting close to a 

caribou trail wHch led across the creek, so I 

told them to go a little higher up and hide 

amongst some bushes. Meanwhile, I took up a 

position on the open marsh, about fifty yards 

from the creek. 

Here I sat perfectly still though in full 

view — for I had learnt that the caribou in 

Newfoundland never seem to notice a human 

being as long as he stands quite still — and 

watched the herd coming on, the wind blowing 

across the marsh in such a way that they 

could not scent me without passing behind me. 

A doe with a pretty pair of horns was leading, 

the stag bringing up the rear of the herd, but 

when he had come up to within one hundred 

yards of me I saw that he was not worth 

shooting. 

By this time the leading doe was on the 

point of crossing the creek, but she never did 

so, for when within a few yards of it, she 

stopped dead, and with her head raised stood 

stock-still snifl&ng the air. She evidently smelt 

the taint left on the ground some ten yards 

19 
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away where Orange and Smart had been 
sitting and wonld not adTaiMie a step farther. 

After standing perfectly still for fleveiftl 
minutes, during which time all the other 
members of the heard (except the stag which 
had never ceased grazing) stood looking act 
her, the suspicious animal at last turned »round 
and walked sloinrly back the way she had coofte^ 
always keeping her head raised and ^her .little 
tail cocked up. Presently they all worked 
round on to their former course and got behind 
me. They then got my wind and scurried o£E 
towards the south-west, and never stopped 
again as long as they were in sight. 

We did not see any more caribou until the 
afternoon, when a large band came in sight. 
They were travelling very rapidly, making for 
the chain of lakes which I thought they 
intended to cross, but reaching the shore 
of one of them they followed its course towards 
where we were standing. Leaving my 
companions I now made for the lake, and 
presently took up a position amongst some 
small pine scrub within one hundred yards 
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of the water, or rather ice, for during tha two 
preyious nights we had had sharp frosts, aad 
the small upland lakes were now all covered 
with a sheet of ice. 

Some two hundred yards in advance of the 
herd three fine old stags came walking rapidly 
along, one behind the other. They were all 
large full-grown animak, with great white 
shaggy necks, but only one had a well^developed 
pair of horns ; those of the other two, although 
they were broadly pabnated on the lower tines, 
being badly grown on the tops. 

I may here say that 1905 was a bad year for 
caribou heads in Newfoundland, and I believe 
that no really fine antlers were obtained in any 
part of the island during that season. This 
defective horn growth I attribute to the severity 
of the previous winter and the deep snow which 
covered the country in the spring, a state of 
things which kept the stags half-starved and 
therefore weak at the time their horns were 
growing. 

When the largest of these three stags was 
exactly opposite to me, and close to the edge of 
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the water, I fired at and hit him exactly in the 
middle of the shoulder. My bullet, as I found 
out afterwards, went right through him, break- 
ing both shoulders, but it must have missed 
his heart, as it did not kill him. 

Directly I fired, dropping the big stag on the 
spot, his two companions came trotting past me 
on the one side, whilst the herd came close up 
to where I was sitting. I counted them and 
found they numbered twenty-six altogether, two 
of them being young stags, and all the rest does 
and last year's fawns ; so that with the three 
big stags the herd had consisted of twenty-nine 
animals altogether. 

On walking up to examine my prize, which 
I thought was dead, he gave a tremendous 
heave with. his hind legs, which were uninjured, 
and threw himself off the steep bank, on the 
edge of which he had been lying, on to 
the ice below, through which he crashed, and 
then, with a series of plunges, broke his way 
some twenty yards out into the lake. I then 
kiUed him with a buUet through the lungs, and 
Smart got out to the carcase with the help of 
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poles laid over the ice, and brought it in to 
shore. This caribou carried a fairly good head 
but not at aU a remarkable one. 

Although through the kindness of the 
authorities in St. John's, I had been granted 
a special permit to kill as many caribou as 
I might require to keep myself in fresh meat 
on my journey to and from King George's 
Lake — ^for ono cannot carry much meat in 
addition to a heavy pack — ^I determined now 
to stay my hand, for I had seen so many big 
stags with poor heads, that I did not think 
it very likely I would get a really good one 
by hunting for a few days longer, and I did 
not want to kill any more with only moderate 
heads. 

So on November 2nd we returned to our 
camp on the river, and the same afternoon 
paddled a few miles down stream. On the 
following day we reached the head of Red 
Indian Lake before midday. There had been 
a sharp frost the night before, followed by 
one of the most beautiful days imaginable. 
After all the wretched rainy weather we had 
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had ever since leaviiig Red Lidian Lake moce 
tkan three weeks previously how we did 
appreciate that first really bright warm sunny 
d^y! 

Running down the lake before a favouring 
breeze we made at least twenty miles before 
camping on an island some time a£ter daxk. 
Except when running across deep bays wa 
always kept fairiy near the northern shore of 
the lake in cade of accidents^ 

We saw two herds of caribou emerge from 
the forest surrounding the lake, trot a short 
distakice along the beach, and then plunge 
without the slightest hesitation into the water, 
and start on their five-mile swim to the 
other side. 

On thefollowing day the wind was against us, 
but by dint of six hours* hard paddling we 
reached Millertown at three o'clock in the 
afternoon, having run the whole length of Red 
Indian Lake (forty miles) in exactly twelve 
hours. 

We found Millertown deserted, but in the 
evetning four men turned up, who were taking 
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care of the houses, and wiho had been away 
huxriiiig. We had, however, already installed 
ourselves, and lighted the stove m a 
eomfortable cabin into iv^hioh Bio^STt had 
managed to effect an entrance, and here we 
speirt a ccxnfoFbable night. As the train had 
now eaaeed nuamng from Millertown to ilihe 
maim lioe, eighteen miles distant, the only 
way to get there with my camp oirtfit and 
heads was by trolley, leaving my canoe to be 
brought out later on. 

The next day was a Sunday (November 5th), 
and about as coarse a day as I had ever 
known — snowing, sleeting and raining all day 
long without a moment's cessation. We had 
to push the trolley for the first nine miles, 
as it would not run on the frozen rails, but 
after midday we were able to pump it along, 
and in the evening we reached Millertown 
Junction on the main line from Port-aux- 
Basques to St. John's, wet to the very skin 
and chilled to the bone. 

On the following day in the best of health 
after my little outing I once more reached 
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St. Jolm's, where I was most kindly received 
and hospitably entertained by my old friend 
Judge D. W. Prowse and his wife, at their 
charming residence on the outskirts of the 
town. 

With my return to St. John's my third 
trip after caribou in the bogs, forests and 
" barrens " of the interior of Newfoundland 
came to an end. 



HUNTING ON THE SOUTH FORK 
OF THE MACMHXAN RIVER 



CHAPTER Vm, 

HUNTING ON THE SOUTH FORK 
OF THE MACMILLAN RIVER. 



£AtRiiT in 1906 I again grew restless, and as a 
short trip to Bosnia, in April of that year, in 
search of nests and eggs of the nntcracker, did 
but little to still the voices of the 'wilderness 
that were for ever whispering to me of far-away 
game-hannted mountains and forests, I started 
once more for the Macmillan River in the 
Yukon Territory of North-western Canada on 
July 12th, and reached Skagway, Alad:a, on 
August 1st. 

Four days later, on the evening of Sund»^, 
August 5th, I started from Whitehorse on my 
long canoe journey to the south fork of the Mao- 



300 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS. 

inillan River. I might have travelled the three 
hnndred miles down the Yukon fromWhitehorse 
to Selkirk by steamer, and saved a couple of 
days by so doing ; but this would have cost 
me at least one hundred dollars ; and as I had a 
good twenty-foot canoe, to carry me down the 
swift-flowing river, and the weather was fine, 
I had no hesitation in commencing my canoe 
journey from Whitehorse. 

For the loan of the canoe which I used on 
this trip, I was indebted to the great kindness 
of Mr. H. Wheeler, the trafl&c manager of the 
White Pass and Yukon Railway, who did 
everything possible to assist me. 

Of the two men who accompanied me, the 
one, Charles Coghlan, had been with Mr. 
Sheldon and myself up the north fork of the 
Macmillan two years previously, and I, there- 
fore, knew him well. He is not only a splendid 
specimen of a man physically, almost literally 
as strong as a bull, but he is also one of the 
best tempered and most good natured fellows 
I have ever met, never tiring of hard work or 
losing his cheerful good spirits. 
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My other man, Rhoderick Thomas, I knew well 
by reputation, although I had never met him 
before this trip. He had accompanied my old 
friend, Mr. J. B. Tyrrell, on his most arduous 
journeys through the barren grounds of Northern 
Canada and along the shores of the Arctic sea 
to Fort Churchill, and had been one of his most 
trusted canoemen. Rhoderick Thomas (always 
called " Tommy " in the Yukon) I found well 
deserved the good character I had heard given 
to him. He is an excellent canoeman, woods- 
man, and packer, and withal a most cheery 
good tempered willing man. I could not very 
well have had two better men with me than 
Coghlan and Thomas. 

We had very fine weather for our trip down the 
Yukon to Selkirk, and after we had got. through 
Lake Lebarge, which is thirty- five miles long, 
we often travelled at the rate of ten miles an 
hour, using two paddles and a pair of sculls, 
and aided by the strong current. In two days we 
did one hundred and ninety-six miles from 
Lake Lebarge to the now abandoned police 
station of Minto, going down the Five Finger 
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rapids, and several other stretches of swift 
water, without any diflGiculty. 

On the morning of August 9th we reached 
Selkirk. So far we had met with but little of 
interest. A porcupine moving leisurely along 
the water's edge early one morning was the 
only animal we had seen, and the bird-life had 
been very limited, both in species and 
individuals. 

Whilst crossing Lake Lebarge we saw an 
osprey plimge* into the lake, and rise from the 
wa'er carrying a good-sized fish in its clawa. 
Sandpipers (Actitis mactilaria) were numerous 
aU along the river, and the handsome American 
kingfisher (Ceryle alcyon) was not uncommon. 
A few sand martins still lingered near the mud 
cliffs in which they had nested, and numbers 
of nightjars (Chordeiles virginianiLa) were to 
be seen hawking for flies every evening during 
the long drawn-out twilight of this subarctic 
land. These, with a few ducks and mergansers, 
and an odd hawk, raven or buzzard, were 
almost the only birds I remember to have 
seen. 
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At thiB mouth of tbe Little Salsaton Eiver, 
and at several other places^ we passed Binidl 
encampmeuxts of Indians, all engaged in 
catching and drying salmon. These Yukon 
Indians are almost aU short of stature, but 
strongly built. Their hair is very coarse and 
black, and their whole appearance suggests 
a closer relationship to the inhabitants of 
Northrcast Asia than to the typical North 
American Indians of the countries to the east 
of the Rocky Mountains. 

Many of the Indians I saw in the Yukon and 
on the Pacific coast of British Columbia looked 
to me strangely like Japanese, and I cannot 
help thinking that whether or no the ancestors 
of all the aboriginal inhabitants of North and 
South America came to those continents from 
Asia by way of Behring Straits, the forefathers 
of the Indiana of Alaska and the North Pacific 
coast mxLst certainly have done so in compara- 
tively recent times. 

After a slight delay in Selkirk we crossed 
the Yukon and entered the mouth of the Pelly, 
reaching the farm, which is being worked by 
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two French CanadianB, about three miles up 
the river, early in the afternoon. 

These men have cleared about fifty acres of 
land along the bank of the river of all trees 
and bush, and grow good crops of potatoes and 
oats in the light loamy soil. The oats are cut 
before they are fully ripe, and used as green 
forage for horses. The potatoes mature and 
ripen much more quickly in this northern 
country than in more southerly latitudes, as 
they get so much more sunlight whilst they 
are growing. 

We heard from one of the farmers that a 
party of Selkirk Indians, who had lately been 
catching salmon a couple of miles further up 
the river, had quite recently killed four moose 
near their camp, and that during the spring 
and summer a single Indian belonging to 
another tribe had killed sixteen of these 
animals— of course, most of them cows and 
calves — in the country between the lower Pelly 
and the Stewart River. 

' Fortunately for the game of Alaska and the 
Yukon territory Indians are not very numerous 
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in those countries, and ■ are supposed to be 
decreasing in numbers, for they are certainly 
very destructive. 

Formerly, the only hunters in the country 
were Indians armed with spears and bows and 
arrows, and the toU these primitive savages 
levied on the game was probably not very 
heavy ; but the Indian hunter of to-day is 
armed with a Winchester repeating rifle of the 
latest pattern, and according to several 
trappers, to whom I talked on the subject, he 
kills a great deal more game than is generally 
supposed, never missing an opportunity of 
killing an animal, whether he wants it or 
not. 

Besides the half-civilised Indians, there are 

the white trappers, the prospectors and the 

miners, all of whom must kill game or get it 

killed for them, or go without fresh meat. The 

trappers have but little time for big game 

hunting, and as a rule only kill a very limited 

number of moose and caribou. The prospectors, 

too, wander about killing a head of game here 

and there, but are not regular hunters, and 

20 



306 RECENT HUNTING TRIPS. 

often travel long difitances without seeing game 
or tasting meat. 

Personally, I regard these two classes of 
white men as not very destructive to large 
game, and would place in the same category 
the few sportsmen, who visit this far-away 
country in the hope of securing a few good 
heads, and who do not kill females or young 
animals except when it is necessary to do so, 
in order to get meat 

It is undoubtedly the discovery of gold 
which has caused, and will continue to bring 
about, a very wholesale destruction of game in 
Alaska and the Yukon, for miners collect in 
camps, wherever gold is found, and as they are 
always ready to pay a good price for fresh 
meat they give employment to meat-hunters, 
who are able to make a good deal of money 
by killing game and selling the meat at the 
nearest mining town or camp. Such men, of 
course, kill everything — ^wild sheep ewes and 
lambs, moose and caribou cows and calves — 
and soon deplete large areas of country of 
game. 
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During the winter of 1903-04 fifteen hundred 
caribou were killed by meat-hunters during the 
autumn migration across the upper waters of 
the Klondyke River and their frozen carcases 
brought on sledges for one himdred and eighty 
miles to Dawson City. 

In the autumn of 1904, too, there were men 
hunting moose near the forks of the Macmillan, 
the meat of which they intended to carry down 
to Dawson, on rafts, a distance of four hundred 
miles. They told me they could get thirty cents 
a pound for moose meat in Dawson, so that each 
moose shot would probably be worth to them, on 
an average from twenty pounds to twenty-five 
pounds. 

In the late autumn of 1904 a large band of 
caribou on migration southwards crossed the 
Yukon, a long way below Dawson City, and 
struck the newly-erected telegraph line leading 
to the town of Fairbanks, which at that time 
consisted of a number of log cabins, scattered 
over a valley in which good gold prospects had 
only recently been discovered. 

Instead of crossing the line of telegraph poles 
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the caribouf oUowed allalongit, until they reached 
the settlement through which they proceeded 
to pass. The inhabitants turned out en masse, 
and are said to have killed six hundred of them. 
One big stag put its head into an open cabin 
door, and could not withdraw its great wide- 
spreading horns, and was kiUed with an axe by 
a man who was inside the cabin. 

With all these agencies at work upon its 
destruction, no doubt game is being rapidly 
kiUed off in certain areas of Alaska and the 
Yukon territory, but vast stretches of country 
still remain where no gold has been found. 
There the game is practically unmolested, 
and I hope and believe that for ages yet to 
come, moose, caribou, wild sheep and bears, 
in certain districts of these vast territories, 
wiU continue to find safe retreats, in which 
they wiU be but seldom disturbed by either 
white or Indian himters. 

On the morning of August 10th, the day 
after we had passed the farm on the lower 
Pelly, I was walking along the bank of the 
river, about a mile ahead of the canoe, when I 
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saw somethiiig coming down the stream, which 
I soon made out to be a moose cow, with just 
its head and ears above water. It was making 
across the river, but the strong current carried 
it down so swiftly that it came past me when 
still in midH3tream. 

I fired at it, at a range of something over 
one hundred yards, and its head immediately 
dropped and went under water, and I thought I 
had kiUed it. But presently it began to floimder 
about, and its head came up again. Then 
evidently dazed and half-stunned it came 
swimming slowly back towards the side of the 
river where I was standing, and I killed it as it 
came ashore, with a shot through the lungs. 

The first shot, I found, had struck it high up 
on the left cheek, and had come out just below 
the right ear, and could only just have missed 
the brain. The animal proved to be a yoimg 
cow in very fair condition. 

This supply of good fresh meat was most 
fortunate and unexpected, as I had not hoped 
to come across anything in the way of game 
until we had got far up the Macmillan River. 
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After loading up eb mucli meat as we could 
cany on our canoe, we proceeded on our way, 
and slept that night on an island just below 
two rocks standing in the middle of the 
river, known as the Gull Rocks, as they form 
the nesting site of a colony of American 
herring gulls (Larus argentatus smithaonianua). 

As the current in the Pelly and MacmiUan 
Rivers is far too swift to make headwa}'- against 
by paddling, the only way to get a canoe 
along is by poling and towing. Only two 
men are required for this, so I left the 
management of the canoe entirely to Coghlan 
and Thomas, both of whom are very experi- 
enced men in this kind of work. They took 
it in turn to pole and tow, and by working 
very hard for nine or ten hours every day 
made an average of about eighteen miles, a 
very good rate of travel, I think, under all the 
circiunstances. 

I walked the whole way along the bank and 
tried to keep a good distance ahead of the 
canoe in the hope of seeing game before it 
had been disturbed by the canoe, for poling 
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makes a good deal of noise. Right up to the 
27th of August we had abnost continuous fine 
weather, and the sun was often quite oppres- 
sively hot. Mosquitoes and midges were a 
little troublesome in the afternoons and 
evenings, but not excessively so. 

The walking I often found most fatiguing, 
as, wherever the forest came right down to the 
bank of the river, there was always a luxuriant 
undergrowth of wild rose and other bushes, 
beneath which lay a network of fallen trees, 
through and over which one could only make 
one's way very slowly and painfully. Amongst 
this undergrowth I found both black and red 
currant bushes growing, but nowhere in great 
profusion. The berries on the latter were very 
fine. Here and there, too, I found wild 
raspberries. 

Bear tracks — ^nearly all, I think, those of black 
bears — were plentiful all along the Macmillan, 
but I never had the luck to see one on the open 
bars, and amongst the thick undergrowth there 
was no chance of doing so. 

As we approached the forks of the Macmillan 
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signs of the presence of beavers became fre- 
quent, and I came across a good many large 
Cottonwood trees which they had lately cut 
down. 

These interesting animals, however, were 
not nearly so plentiful in 1906 as I had found 
them in 1904, a great niunber having been 
trapped a few months before my last visit by 
a band of Indians, who had come over to the 
upper MacmiUan from the Little Salmon River. 

During the very cold weather which oc- 
curred in January, 1906 — said to have been 
the coldest ever recorded in the Yukon — ^this 
band of Indians had every dog they possessed 
frozen to death. 

Besides the considerable number of beavers 
trapped by the Indians at this time, forty-three 
were also caught by two white trappers, so 
that probably more than one hundred were 
killed in a few weeks in this district, in which, 
up to that year, they had lived unmolested for 
a very long time. 

On August 13th we got through the Pelly 
Canyon without any difficulty, and shortly 
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afterwards met a solitary old prospector float- 
ing down the river in a boat that was built a 
long way up the Pelly, where he had been 
unsuccessful in finding payable gold. He told 
us he had not seen a living thing on his long 
journey down stream until he met us, neither a 
white man, nor an Indian, nor a moose, nor a 
bear. He was well off for provisions of all kinds 
except meat, of which we were able to give 
him enough to last him to Selkirk. 

On August 18th I fired the first shot since 
kiUing the moose the day after leaving Selkirk, 
and bagged a lynx, and on the following day 
we took our first day's rest since leaving 
Whitehorse. 

On the morning of August 22nd we ate the 
last of our fresh meat for breakfast, and not 
long afterwards a moose cow swam across the 
river about three hundred yards ahead of our 
canoe, which I would certainly have killed had I 
been able to do so, in order to secure a further 
supply of good meat. But the stream was very 
strong just where we were, and we could not 
get a yard nearer to the moose, which soon got 
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across the river and landed under some over- 
hanging bushes amongst which I could not 
see it. 

Soon after this we reached the cabin under 
Plateau Moimtain, where Mr. Sheldon and I 
had spent a couple of days in 1904. We foxmd 
two trappers, both of them Englishmen, for 
whom we had brought letters from Selkirk, 
installed in the comfortable log hut (which one. 
of them had helped to build four years pre- 
viously). This latter gentleman had then only 
lately taken his discharge from the North-west 
Mounted Police force, and had been earning his 
living by trapping ever since. 

His first winter's trapping, he told me, had 
been very remunerative, as he and one com- 
panion had caught nearly three hundred martens 
in prime fur, besides a number of lynxes, mink, 
and other animals. During the second winter, 
however, they only trapped some thirty martens 
on the same ground. During both these seasons 
he had set his traps low down near the river, 
but he now intended laying out his lines for 
traps for the coming winter's work high up 
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near the limit of timber growth on the side of 
the mountain. 

Although a trapper is only actually engaged 
in trapping from October to May, whilst the 
fur-bearing animals are in prime coat, yet he 
has plenty of work to occupy hiR time during 
the rest of the year. Soon after the ice breaks 
up in the early summer, the trappers go down 
on the top of the flood to sell their pelts at 
Selkirk or Dawson, and lay in a supply of pro- 
visions and other necessaries for the coming 
year. Then they start once more, either two 
together or absolutely alone, on their long slow 
journey against the stream to their far-away 
trapping grounds on the upper Pelly or 
MacmiUan Rivers* 

During the summer and early autunm they 
are kept busy chopping trails through the forest 
along which they set their traps, and in building 
and provisioning smaU log cabins at various 
places in which they can take refuge during 
the bitter cold of the winter's nights. 

An energetic trapper will have as much as 
forty miles of trail, along which his traps are 



